Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



o.led by Google 



o.led by Google 



o.led by Google 




RUTH I'ARTIKfiTOS 



Ho.led by Google 



LIFE AjN'B sayings 



MRS. PARTINGTON, 



OTHERS OF THE FAMILY. 



EDUTrD BT 

B. P. SHIl.LABKR, 



" I did fyode hfr a womm ot Bmnye wnitli, yet of s lerie pleassunW fenels j 
ncd hatyiige mucb Roal C4^ps«]le."— DOCT. DiGO BIB WoKK3 : Ijb. csLi J 
"Mlelrcsse Unit Hyle." 



DERBY & JACKSON", 119 NASSAU ST., 
1800. 



Ho.led by Google 



Bound Kcofdlpg 
B. 

[n the acr^'i^OOct^r till 



Ho.led by Google 



FRIENDS OF MRS. PARTINCJTON. 

THE OLD LADY 
IK H. E B E C C K N Til 1 (J S A V I N U H 

THIS rOLUilE 



Ho.led by Google 



o.led by Google 



PEEFATOBT. 



Mrs. Partington once declined an introduc- 
tion to a party, because she did not wish to be 
introduced to any one she was not acquainted 
with. She needs no introduction now. In all 
parts of our own land, and over the sea, her 
name is familiar as a household word; and "as 
Mrs, Partington would say" forms a tributary 
clause to many a good story, or an apology for 
many a bad one ; a smUe attending the utter- 
ance of the name in evidence of its appreciation. 
But a preface, of course, is expected ; and so, 
in the most gentle manner in the world, we will 
tell to you, reader, a little story about the origin 
of the Partington sayings, and why they were 
said, and why they are here collected. Per- 
haps you have guessed it all ; but it is well to 
be certain. 

In the first place, they were written, iis tho 
canine quadruped is said to have gone to church 
1* 
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VI PREFATORY. 

for fun, — for the author's own amusement, — • 
with a latent hope, however, half indulged, 
that the big world, which the author very much 
loves and wishes to please, might see somethiug 
in them at which to smile He was modest in 
his hope, and hid himself behind an incognito, 
impenetrable he thought, where he could see the 
effect of his mild squibs upon the public. The 
result pleased him, and he kept vigorously blaz- 
ing away, unseen ! — as much so as the simple 
bird that thrusts its head under a leaf and fancies 
itself unobserved ! — until they have arisen to a 
magnitude that some people might deem re- 
spectable. 

The origin and object of the Partington " say- 
ings" being thus described, the motive for their 
collection shall be confessed. It is the hope that 
their author may malie a little money on them. 
He is not so sc[ueamish or pretending as to talk 
of public good, and public amusement, as his 
leading motives in the matter ; but if these can be 
obtained through the publication, he will be most 
happy. The author confesses to certain pressing 
contingencies — by no means peculiar to him, 
however, among authors — that would be relieved 
by a generous return for his outlay of time ; and 
that his pouch may take a more silvery hue from 
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PREFATORY. VII 

the circulation of his book, is a conaummation 
devoutly, by him, to be wished. 

This motive, so entirely original, for the pubU- 
cation of a book, the author has secured under 
the guarantee of his copy-right. There might be 
no necessity for this, where all the rest of the 
author tribe are writing and printing from higher 
motives ; but he pleads selfishness, and, like the 
old lady in her variance with St. Paul, there is 
where he and they differ. 

Some wiseacre has recently made a discovery, 
of what wc have proclaimed from the outset, that 
the name of Mrs. Partington was not original 
with us — that Sydney Smith first gave it to the 
world. Most profound discoverer ! But tho 
character we claim as ours ; and whether it had 
been embodied in Mrs. Smith, or Brown, instead 
of Mrs. Partington, would have been immaterial. 
Those sayings are ours, and we venture to af&rm 
that Sydney Smith would not lay claim to them 
from the fact that they were, uttered by one of the 
same name as his heroine of the mop. Because, 
forsooth, he had spoken of Mrs. Partington's 
sweeping back the Atlantic with her broom, would 
he claim the illustrious Paul, and the roguish 
Isaac, and the jocose Roger, and tlie great Phi- 
LANTHROPOS, and the poetical Wideswarth, as his 
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progeny ? We trow not, even though others 
might be fouad ready to do it for him. 

The reputation of Mrs. Partington belongs to 
the Boston Post, as much as if Sydney Smith had 
never uttered the name in his great speech iu 
Parliament. 

The character has been drawn from life. The 
Mrs. Partington we have depicted is no fancy 
sketch, and no Malaprop imitation, as some have 
thought who saw in it naught but distorted words 
and queer sentences. We need no appeal to 
establish this fact. Mrs. Partington is seen 
everywhere, and as often without the specs and 
cap as with them. 

There are many matters placed within the cov- 
ei-s of this book that the sponsor of Mrs. Parting- 
ton has written beneath the inspiration of her gen- 
iality, to the influence of which alone their merit, 
if they possess any, is to be attributed. Her por- 
trait looks down upon him now as he writes, and 
her pleasant voice seems inwoven with the sou- 
chong smile it sheds, and seems to say, 

"PRINT A BOOK." 
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BIOGRAPHY 
MRS. PARTINGTON, 

RELICT OF P. P., CORPORAL. 




AUL Partington, whose name is im- 
mortalized by its asBoeiatioii with that 
of the universal Mrs. Partington, a 
' portion of whoso oracukr sayings our 
book comprises, was a lineal descend- 
ant of Seek-tho-Kingdom-eontinually 
rartyngctonne, who came from the old 
country, by water probably, somewhere 
in the early days of our then not very extensive civiliza^ 
tion. At tliat time, people were not in the habit of 
putting eveiything into the papers.as they do now, when 
the painting of a front door, or the setting of a pane of 
glass, or the lajmg of an egg, is deemed of sufEcient 
consequence for a paragraph ; much, therefore, of interest 
2 
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14 EIOGEAPUY OP MRS. PARIISOTOS'. 

concerning the early history of his family is merely 
known by the faint light -which tradition has thrown 
upon it. 

A story has come clown to us from remote time, 
through the oracular lips of the oldest inhabitanta, that 
" Seek-the-Kingdom-continually Partyngetonne " — ab- 
breviated to Seek — ivaa troubled in the old country by 
certain unpleasant and often-occurring reminders of 
indebtedness, yclept "bills," which were always, like a 
summer night, falling due, and certain urgently-pressing 
importunities, the which, added to a faith that was not 
too popular, by any means, at last induced him to warily 
scrape together such email means as he could, and 
incontinently retire from metropolitan embarrassment to 
the comparative quiet of an emigrant's life, where he 
might encounter nothing more annoying than the Loi\l- 
ing of wolves, or the yelling of savages, — sweet music 
both when contrasted with the horror comprised in the 
words " PAT THAT BILL ! " which had long distressed 
him. Here the voice of the dunner was done, and Seek, 
under his own vine and pine-tree, worehipped God and 
cheated the Indians according to the dictates of hia own 
conscience and the custom of the times. 

But little, however, can be gleaned of the early sup- 
porters of the family name, save nhat we procure from 
the ancient family record, a Dudley Leautt's Almanac, 
on which agrieultural memoranda had been kept, and from 
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15 



the memory of such members of a foregone generation 
as TLmembeied the Partington nian=!ion in Bean^i'lo -— 
of course befoic it vets turn lown ta make wij for the 
new Bianch Eaii oal 




The " new kowe ' aj the mansion has been called 
for a century — (sto the -n,comp*in y'm^ bketoh, drawn 
on a piece of bich bitk by a nitive aitiat)— to distin- 
guish It from some old house thit had at some previoua 
time existed some^vherc, was erected about the year 

as IS supposed from the dioGo\ery of a receipted 

bill fiom (jodflioy Piatt foi " Ayde m Riyae ^ ye Kne 
Eddiffyee," which bears date as above, and likewise from 
the fact that a child was born to the erector of the new 
house the same year, which was duly chronicled in the 
ancient Bible, with other blessings, and the word " Howse" 
is distinctly to he traced among them. 
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16 BIOQilAPUY OE MRS. PAKTINOTON. 

It is supposed by some tliat the old houae was upon 
a slight hill opposite the gentle acclivity upon, which the 
new house stood, aad fsincied outlines of an ancient cellar 
are there discernible by those whose faith is large enough. 
But a younger class have set up another hypoUieais: 
that what tliey suppose must have been a cellar, was in 
reality an apple-bin ; and there is no knowing when or 
how the point will be determined. 

The new house was a stanch piece of work, erected 
at a time when men were honest, and infused much of 
their own character into the work they put together ; 
the beams of oak so sturdy, that Time, failing to make 
an impression upon them, gives up at last in despair. 
The interior of the mansion, in the latter day of its 
existence, contrasted gloomily with the modem houses, 
that sprang like mushrooms around it; its oak panelling 
and thick doors impartod an idea of strength, and the 
huge beam overhead, beneath which a tall man could not 
stand erect in the low-studded room, showed no more 
signs of decay than if placed there a hundred years later. 
It was not destitute of ornament, for around the fireplace 
were perpetuated, in the everlastingness of Dutch crock- 
ery, numerous scriptural scenes, more creditable to the 
devotional spirit that conceived, than to the art (or artless- 
ness) that executed, them. The house was intended aa 
a garrison, and where the clapboards had chafed off were 
revealed the scarfed logs, denoting where the loop-holet 
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BIOGKAPHT OF MES. PARTINGTON. 17 

were, and the leaden bullets, still left there, wliich Paul 
was wont to dig out with his knife, when a hoy, and 
make sinkers of for his fishing-lines. Many a story that 
Tencrable house could tell of ancient warfare, of the 
midnight attack and gallant defence ; hut it never told a 

It was in this house that Paul Partington was born 
and grew, amid all the luxuries that the town of Bean- 
YJlle afforded, — said town at that time consisting of five 
houses and a barn. 

In this house he was married, — the most momentous 
act of his life, as through the hymeneal gate came upon 
the world the dame whose name wc are delighted to 
honor. We find upon the fly-leaf of a treatise on 
calcareous manures, yet sacredly treasured, the following 
memorandum, in the corporal's own writing, significant 
of the methodical habits of the man who shed, in ai^er 
life, as far as a corporal's warrant could do it, undying 
glory upon his country: — Married this day, January 
the 3, 1808, to Euth Trotter, by Eov. Mr. Job Snarl. 
Forty buihcls of potatoes to Widow Green," 

There is a blending of bliss and business in this entry 
that strikes one at the first glance. The record of the 
sale of the potatoes in the same paragraph announcing 
his marriage to Euth might signify to some that they 
were held in equal regard. But we see the matter 
differently. The purchase of Euth and the sale of the 
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18 BIOGRAPHY OF MES. PARTINGTON. 

potatooa were the two great events of ttat important 3d 
of Janiiiirj, and they naturally associated themselves. 
Bo you, madam, might associate the birth of your Erst- 
horn — the most blissful moment of your life — with the 
miserable matter of tbe death of a lame duck, or the 
blowing down of a pig-sty- 

Of the courtship that preceded that marriage we can 
say nothing, except what we have gleaned by accident 
from the old lady herself In rebuking the want of sin- 
cerity of devotion now-a-days, on the paxt of lovers, sho 
once spoke of a time when some one would ride a hard- 
trotting hoi-so ten miles every night, and back, for tho 
sake of sitting up with her. But no name was men- 
tioned. When it is remembered that the ancient borough 
of Dog's Bondage was just ten miles from Eoanville, it 
is easy enough to guess who the individual was. 

Ruth Partington — born Trotter — came amid sub- 
lunar scenes several years before the nineteenth century 
commenced; consequently, she is older than 1800. Sho 
was a child, by law, for eighteen years before sho became 
a woman, and performed the duties " incumbered" upon 
her, as we have been informed by her, with great fidelity. 
We have often endeavored, in fancy, to picture tho Ruth 
of Dog's Bondage, in the check apron and homespun 
gown, by the brook engaged in washing ; or, basket in 
hand, feeding the yellow corn to hungry ducks, emble- 
matic of that throwing forth of gems that have since been 



o.led by Google 



BIOGRAPnY or MRS. PARTIXGTOH. VJ 

scrambled for by admiring crowds; or seekiDg bernea 
in tlio woods, crowned with wintergrccn, as the meed of 
popular approbation surrounds her brow in the ktter day 
of her existence ; or engaged in incipient benevolences — 
as binding up the broken limbs of ham-jard favorites, or 
protecting the songsters of the marsh from predatory 
boyhood ■ — fitting fore-heralds of that matured benevo- 
lence which embraces the woild in its scope : here speak- 
ing the consoling word, and there dispensing comfort, 
mingled' with catnip tea. In fancy, we say ; the check 
apron, homespun gown and all, are but the stuff that 
dreams are made of 

There arc vague reminiscences of things that have past 
which we catch occasionally, when souchong has released 
the memory of Mrs. Partington from the overriding care 
for the world's welfare that would fain keep it homo, and 
we roam back through scenes of her early life that 
breathe of rurality like a hay-6eld in June, or a barn- 
yard m the month of March. We have tales of apple- 
parings, and attendant scenes and suppers ; of huskings 
full of incident and red ears, and resonant with notes the 
sweet import of which Mrs. Partington can well tell ; and 
jolly quiltings, great with tattle and tea, and moonlight 
walks home, with the laughter of mirth mingling with 
the song of the cricket in the hedge, or that of the 
monarch of the swamp singing his younglings to sleep in 
the distance, or the whippcorwill upon the bough ; ^nd 
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6ti]pendou3 candj pullinga, with their customary consc- 
i to broad Bhirt-collars and cheeks siveeter tlian 
; and slides domi-hill on the ox-sled rumiera, 
in winter, that the bojs hauled up to the summit, disas- 
trous at times to propriety and health, hut full of a fun 
tliat looked at uo result but its own enjoyment — the 
means a secondary consideration. And there gleams 
through this a ray that reveals early loves and dreams 
that had an oxistenee for a time, to he swallowed up 
eventually in admiration for that embodiment of war and 
peace, Paul Partington, whose flaming eye and sword, 
upon an ensanguined muster-field, won a reganl that 
only ended in Beanville, when the name of Trotter 
became merged in that of Partington. 

Tradition — whieh, in this instance, may he partly 
right — tells of rivalry for the possession of the belle of 
Dog's Bondage. "We can conceive of rivalry among tho 
men, and envy among the women; of struggles on the 
one part to gain her favor, on the other part the strug- 
gle to lose it by provoking her hostility. Hostility 1 
Herem might arise a question as to whether so gentle a 
being ever entertained hostility to anything. We should 
be felse to our object — that of writing a true biography 
of Mrs. Partington — -did we pretend that she was per- 
fect. We would take this pen and inkstand, as well as 
they have served us in our need, and throw them in the 
grate, before we would make any such assertion. But 
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we must say that we never heard she Imd an enemy, anil 
Tradition — that grim old chap, that has so many bad 
things to say ahout people, and so few that are good — 
never said a word ahout it. Douhtless many a rustic 
heart heat warm beneath a homespun coat of numberless 
years, and sighs redolent of feelmg poured from beneath 
the rim of many an old bell-crowned hat of felt. But 
the meteor came, — Paul swept the field, — the heart 
of Ruth surrendered with discretion, — and other people 
stood back. 

Great was this for Dog's Bondage ! Tho sun rose on 
the brightest day of the year when it happened ; tho brook, 
that had frozen up previously, immediately thawed out ; 
two rohms were seen looking round for places to build 
their nests, thinking it was sprmg, so mild was it ; tho 
lilac buds almost "bursted" in their anxiety to notice 
the occasion; and old farmers, as they talked to one 
another across dividing fences, spoke most sagaciously 
about the extr'or'nary spell of weather. As old Eoger, 
Mrs. P.'s cousin, remarked, when he heai^d the circum- 
stance, it was a wether very like a lamb. But, as we 
were saying, — 

Schools were not so common at that time as now, and 
as there was none nearer the Trotters than Huckleberry 
Lane, in the Upper Parish, and as there was a quarrel 
between the Upper and the Lower parishes, old Trotter, 
who belonged with the Lower, felt bound to stand by thai 
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section, — though he knew nothing about the quarrel, 
— and hence Huth was kept at home to receive hj tho 
fireside the domestic accomplishments nowhere else to be 
learned, and drink in the oraeular wisdom of the venera- 
ble Trotter, as it fell from his lips through the aroma of 
pigtail tobacco and hard cider. 

Alas for Trotter ! His day is done, his pipe is out, 
his cider has gone, and even Dog's Bondage has become 
a name obsolete among the places of the earth, that tami 
rejoicing now in the more euphonious title of Clover 
Hill, probably from the iact of there not being a leaf of 
clover within seven miles of it. 

And thou. Dame Trotter ! — famous for pastry and poul- 
try, beneath whose ready skill Thanksgiving became a 
caraival of fet things, whose memory yet lingers about 
the olden home, now in stranger hands, with tho fra- 
grance of innumerable virtues, like tlie spicy odor of 
many Christmas dinners, — thou, too, art gone, and 
Dog's Bondage may know theo no more forever ! Tho 
Kev. Adonnam Smith, who preached her funeral sermon, 
drew largely upon the book of Proverbs for illustrations 
of her character, and said tliat better pumpkin pies, or 
a better exhibition of grace, he had never known any 
woman to make before. 

A kind heart baa characterized Mrs. Partington from 
hor childhood up, displayed in many ways. Her benev- 
olence got far in advance of her grammar in her early 
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dajs, and m her sayinga at times are detected certain 
macGuntJLa that some people are inclined to laugh at ; 
but if they \<ill atop a little and see the yellow temela 
of wiblom gleomrag out through the thickly-surrounding 
\eibiige they will rai&e their hats in grateful respect for 
the bounty afibided 

The domtsti;, history of Mrs. Partington rct^uires a 
nice pea to porti ly it so full was it of delicate beauty 
and delightful incident Marriage meant something in 
old times It wis no holiday affair, donned like a gar- 
ment, to It legiiM as worthless when the fashion 
changed It giew out of no sickly sentiment tliat had 
its existence m the yellow fever of a wretched romance, 
aa unlike true Lfe as i cabbage is to a roao ; or the sere 
of autumn, — a more fitting simile, — to tho vernal 
spring It was a heilthy, hearty, happy old institution 
in those dijB ^^■ls matrimony, and people jogged along 
togethei m the ha -ne s of ta lut an harmoniously aa 
the right hind an 1 the left that help ea h other and yet 
don t seem to know t so natural la the service ren- 
deied, — as if they were I om to t And as the right 
hand or the right eye sympath zcs ■« th the left, so did 
the twain thus un ted symj thize Duty and affection 
leaned upon each other an 1 msep r f ly strove to make 
the home hearth cheerful It tec e (leasure to cany 
the sweet drint to tl e tl r-ty man n t! e field a-mowing, 
or to bear the basket of luncheon to the woods where the 
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red-browed man was chapping wood for wiater ; or to 
patiently hold tho light in the long winter evenings 
when tho jokea were to be mended or the harness re- 
paired. And it became pleasure when the goodman 
went to town to stow his pockets with something nice for 
the wife at home, — a new dress or a new apron, — the 
remembrance of whose face would come to him when 
away and hasten bis departure back. It was that remem- 
brance which prompted the mare into an urgent trot 
on the last mile home, — though she couldn't see the 
necessity for it, — and his eye looked brighter when be 
saw the cheerful £ice at the window, looking down the 
road, and shook his whip at it as it smiled at him, as much 

as to say, let me get near you, and and what 1 Ask 

the walls, and tho bureau in the corner, and the buffet 
where the china was, or the milk-pana upon the dresser, 
what. 

No jars occurred in a home that owned such a 
pair. Can the right hand quarrel with the left 1 Can 
the left eye cast severe glances upon the right? Tho 
home whore a true marriage exists is blest, and the man 
who finds his domesticity cast in a mould such as wo 
have described, may be called happy in the fullest sense 
of the blissful word. 

It would have done all of us good to peep in upon 
fireside scenes at the Partington mansion. The fire- 
place, with its wide and hospitable arms extended, looked 
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1 ke an nee t e to popukt on 1 a ^ family capacity 
le e-ilel ts hu„e dm o s It as a braTe idea 
of Seek Partjn^eton e ind -nken 1 laid the corner- 
ston yf tlie Beamlle tract he iid visions of a 
p03l«r ty as numerous la tl e lea es of the sircet-briar 
bush that waved ly hs doo \I how were thoso 
VIS ons ver fi 1 aa a f w genemt ona saw the lino of Seek 
diimmai ng to fial ta end ^t 1 st Ike tho snap of a 
^1 p 1 sh n one 1 ttle knot 

But those scenes ! It was the custom of tho corporal, 
in the long nights of winter, to seat himself in the right 
comer of the old fire-place, while the dame occupied tho 
other, and read, hy the light of a mutton tallow candle, 
such literature as the house afforded. This was com- 
prised in the family Bible, an old and massive volume 
that adorned the black bureau under the glass ; a copy 
of army tactics, presented to Paul hj a revolutionary 
soldier; and a copy of Dudley Leavitt's Almanac. 
These were read, by tho light of mutton fat, aloud, while 
Mra. Partington pursued her knitting in the corner, 
nodding at times, perhaps, as the theme was dull or 
familiar; but the smile always rewarded Paul's effort to 
amuse her, as much as if he had n't read the same things 
over and over a thousand times. The small, covered 
earthen pitcher kept time to his reading often, and sung 
and sputtered upon the coals between the old-fashioned 
dog andirons, aa if a spirit were within struggling to 
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throw off the cover that restrained it and escape, Reg- 
ularly, aa the hand of the old bull's-eye watch on the 
nail over the maatel-pieco denoted the hour of nine, was 
tlie book laid by, and the mug taken from the fire and 
its steaming contents poured into the white earthen bowl 
upon the table, which sent up a vapor that rolled upon the 
dark walls like a fragrant cloud, and made the room 
redolent with the fume of the "mulled cider" that 
smoothed the pillow of Paul. 

It was pleasant, too, to have a neighbor come in at 
times and spend an evening, when the big dish of apples 
would be brought on, and the sparkling cider, tliat 
enapped and foamed, in an ambition to be drank, crowned 
the board. And then such stori^ as would be told of 
" breakings out," and " great trainings," and " immense 
gunnings," in which exploits were achieved that my 
veracious pen would hardly dare recall ! And the old 
Indian wars would be fought again by the light of 
tradition and the above-named tallow candle ; and the 
tales be retold of revolutionary valor that signalized itself 
in '76. Perhaps a song would be sung commemorating 
old times, in the quaint melody that knew no artistio 
skill beyond nature's teaching. 

Mrs. Partington, as the presiding genius of these 



senea, shed the radi 
a tJio sunflower clai 
plds. Her sage voi 



iance of her presence over the circle, 

snce in a garden of mari- 

ice was heapl in wise counsel; and ia 
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giving the news of who was sick, or dead, or about to 
be married, or wasn't about to be married, but ougbt to 
be, sbe was at home. 

The time we speak of was near the close of Paul's 
career, before the sad military reverse took place which 
broke hia heart. It would bo impossible, in the small 
space allotted us, to describe all the virtues of Mrs. Part- 
ington. It were best to make an aggregate of good, and 
call it all hers. The herbs that adorned the garret walla 
in innumerable paper bags, were not gathered for her- 
self; the balm-of-gilead buds and rum, that occupied their 
position in the buffet, were not prepared for her; but at 
the first note of distress from a neighbor her aid was ever 
ready. She was the first who was sent for on important 
occasions, when goodwives must be wakened from theii 
beds at midnight; and to this day half the population 
at Beauville speak of the benevolent &ce that bent over 
them in the first moments of their struggle with exist- 
ence, and gave them a, better impression of life than after- 
experience verified ; and catnip tea and safii-on became 
palatable when commended by a spoon held by her. 
She knew the age of every one in the village, and, had 
politicians not rendered the word hackneyed, we would 
say she had the "antecedents" of every one at her 
fingers' ends. She was as good as an almanac for chrono- 
ki^cal dates ; and in the matter of historical incidents 
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Dudley Leavitt and Mrs. P. generally came out neck- 

and-neck. 

She had a great reverence for this samQ almanac, and 
we cannot refrain from speaking of an incident in connec- 
tion with it. She put implicit faith in its predictions, 
and the weather-tahlo stood like a guide-hoard to direct 
her on her meteorological march through the year. One 
year, however, everything went wrong. Storms took 
place that were not mentioned, and those mentioned never 
occurred. The moon's phases were all out of joint, and 
tlie good dame sa.t up all one cold night to watch for an 
advertised eclipse that didn't come off. For a long 
time she tried to vindicate her favorite, but at last, when 
a " windy day" predicted proved as mild a one as ever 
the sun shone on, her faith wavered, to be entirely over- 
thrown by a cold north-easterly gtorm that had been set 
doivn for " pleasant." A timely discovery, that Ike had 
put a last year's almanac instead of the true one, alone 
saved the credit of that mathematical standard of natural 
law. 

Her domestic virtues were of tho most exalted kind. 
Cleanliness was with her a habit, and every windy day 
was sure to see Paul's regimentals upon a clothes-line, in 
the yard, dancing away with a levity altogether at vari- 
ance with the rules of military propriety. A spider 
never dared to obtrude his presence upon the homestead ; 
ft moth never corrupted the sanctuary of woollen that her 
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care ind a I ttle camjlior hvi toaohe'l The wh te floor 
of tl e P rt n^ton n lutcl en w 3 as fall of kDotd a 
map of h w Hamp hue s of h 11 f on fr ^ ent s our 
ngs and tho ^h. she ne r s ourel tl a J ^aI f 11 nto 
the cellar bke tlie D tch lamael w e d of t 1 1 
not seem at all mf obabl th t such an e e t mi^Lt 
h ppen 

But Lor benevolen e a th ronn ng larcterist 
of her bfe develop n^, t If n a thousand and more 
wajs It soujjht to m ke every ono a ou 1 h haj py 
She commence 1 t kin^ u£F w th in eye olely to t 
soe al ten Icnc ea and h r box was a cont u 1 offe n 
to f e Isbp When the last war }i ke out she 
he led a olui teer 1 t of patr ot c wome to m ke h rt^ 
for tlo 8 Idlers aul g e th m en our ^enent ani 
sou hong tea to work fo»the b -ive men tl at e e pos g 
themselves to perd; and she scraped Paul's only Imen 
shirt — an heir-loom, hy the way, in the family — up into 
lint for the wounded soldiers. A fitting spouse was she 
for Corporal Paul. Her reputation for benevolence wag 
spread all over the land, like butter upon a hot Johnny- 
cake of her own baking, and her eurrant-wine for the 
eiek got a premium for three successive years in the cattlo 
fair. 

Alas that we have not room to pursue the theme 
further ! We must take a flying leap over many inci- 
dents and hasten on. 
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Wkea Pauls yo ngci brother Peter — the Petei thitS 
went out "West la hia youth whooe wife joined the 
Jlarmons — died he sent his little I=aac to the core of 




the widow of Paul, and from his earliest infixncy he had 
been her care. She never had any children of her own, 
and her solicitude is earnestly engaged for him. lie ia 
aa merry a hoy as you will find any day, and, though a 
little tricky and mischievous, the first beginning of malice 
does n't abide with him. His tricks do not flow from 
saj preTneditatioit of fun even; tliey spring spontane- 
ously and naturally, as the lambs skip or tlie birds sing 
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Whether he takes the hellows' nose for a cannon, or saira 
off the acorn on the tall, old-fashioned chair for a top, it 
is all a matter of course, and his bright face knows no 
cloud ivhen rebuked for what he has done, hut he turns to 
new mischiefs with new zest. Such is Ike. He is now 
eleven years, just upon the dividing lino between ac- 
countability and indulgence, — beyond ivhich boyish 
mischief becomes malice, to be trained by the magic of 
a leather strap. 

Professor Wideswarth, a member of the Partington 
family — like a " remarkable case " in the paper — of long 
standing, has associated the two in a poem, i^^hich for 
sublimity is surpassed by Coleridge's Hymn in the Val- 
ley of Chamouni ; but then they are nothing alike, and 
parties may divide on their respective merits. One thing 
about the song, — it. is authentic in its details, as we 
have heard averred by the old lady herself. The music, 
set to a rocking-chair jnovement, was very popular 
when it was first issued, and the editor of the Blaze, in 
a complimentary notice of it, said no musical library 
could be perfect without it. The poem we give be- 
low: — 

SIES. PAKTIKGTON AT TEA. 

Good Mistress P. 
Sit sipping her tea, 
Sipping it, sipping it, Isaac and Bhe ; 
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What though the irind blew ficreely orountJ, 

Anii the rain on the pane gave a wmrcrtless sound ; 

Litilo cared slia. 

Kind Mistrcsa P., 
As Isaao and she sat sipping thc'ti tea. 

And in memory 
What sights did she 8e«, 
As Isaac and she sat sipping their tea ! 
She turned her gaie to the opposite wall, 
Where hung tbe portrait of Corporal Paul ; 
And &ncies free, 
To Mistress P., 
Arose in her mind like the Etoaoi of the fes. 

And little saw she. 

Blind Mistress P. , 

As silently she sat sipping her tea, 

■With her eyes on the mall and her mind away. 

That Isaac was taking that time to play ; 

And wicked was he 

To Mistress P., 

As dreamily she sat sipping her tea. 

For Isaac he. 
In diablerie. 
Emptied her rappee into her tea ; 
And the old dame tasted and tasted on, 
rU] she thought, gooi soul, that her laalc was gone. 
For the souchong tea 
And the strong rappee 
Sorely puzzled the palate of Mistress P 
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Tliis moral, jou see, 
Is drawn ft'om tke iea 
That Isaac had ruintd for Mistress P 
Forever will mix in the cup of our joy 
The dark rappee of eoi«>w's alloy, 
Anl none are free. 
Any more tlian she. 
From annoying alloys that mix vrith their tea. 

"We have spoken before of the Partington mansion 
having been removed to make way for the Beanville 
railroad. It was taken after Paul's demise. He never 
would have parted with it thus. He would have fortified 
it and defended it while a charge of powder remained in 
^he old powder-hom that hung above the mantel-piece, 
or a billet of wood was left to hurl at assailants ! But, 
alas ! Paul was not there ; and his amiable relict opposed 
but feeble resistance to the encroachment of the new 
power. As she herself forcibly expressed it, " What was 
the use of her trying to go agin a railroad ? " 

It was hard for her to give up the old mansion, en- 
deared by so many recollections, — not a thousand, 
merely, the number usually given as tho poetical limit, 
but infinite in number, for they embraced all of the days 
of her wedded happiness, and the companionship of the 
corporal. 

This sketch of the life of Mrs. Partington would be 
imperfect were we to omit giving a brief notice of the 



o.led by Google 



84 BIOGRAI'nY OP MRS. PARTINGTON. 

picture of the inestimaljle lady that standa aa our frontis- 
piece. We Iiaye long felt that an admiring public 
deserved a more definitive expression of her than could he 
gained from the mere words, however wise, that fel! from 
her oracular lipa. A sense of justice to her innumerable 
merits has impelled us to redeem her from the uncer- 
tainty of mere verbal delineation, and here we have pro- 
duced her, the fair ideal of wise simplicity. 

It was with great difEculty that we secured tliis boon 
for the world. A modest difSdence, that fifty-seven 
winters have not weakened, made her unwilling that her 
likeness should be thus submitted to the unsparing gaze 
of thousands. In vain we urged many illustrious exam- 
ples of like martyrdom, — of men, who, from pure phi- 
lanthropy, had sacrificed themselves in the everlasting 
reproach of stereotype, from the never-souring " Old 
Jacob" to the meek "Elder-Beny," blessing the world 
with disinterested benevolence at a dollar a quart bottle, 
six bottles for five dollars. She was not to be moved by 
any argument we could offer, and we were about to 
abandon the idea in despair, when the strategy of Isaac 
efiijcted what diplomacy had failed to accomplish. Snugly 
ensconced in an old clothes-press, by Isaac, for three 
days, our artist ivas enabled through the key-hole to 
watch the varied expression that flitted across her time- 
worn face, andhis genius achieved its high triumph at 
the moment when Paine'g gas had become the concen- 
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Irated object of her thougkt, and, oblivious to all 
external scene and circumstance, her mind was gi-appling 
that huge problem, in a vain effort to get a little light 
upon the subject. 

This is the precise moment at which the artist hag 
taken her — impaled her, so to speak, in view of its cor- 
rectness, on his pencil point, and transferred her, still 
quick with life, to the breathing — paper. 

The faithfulness of this picture cannot bo teo much 
admired. We have, at a glance, the whole character of 
the old lady, in her blessed " liniments," with a benigni- 
ty, like a cup of Sleeper's best ningyong, irradiating 
every feature. The cap-border crowns like a halo tho 
brow, upon whose lofty height benevolence sits enthroned ; 
the lock of gray vibrates tremulously in the wintry air ; 
tlie specs repose tranquilly in the abstractedness of medi- 
tation ; the pinned kerchief, in modest plaits, enfolds a 
breast whose every throb is kindly ; the knitting- work, 
the close attendant upon her loneliness, has its position, 
and the busy fingers, in diligent competition, ply the 
gleaming wires ; the ancient chair, '■ sacred to memory," 
the one that came over in the Mayflower, is presented in 
its puritanic uprightness, and at its back hangs the " ridi- 
cule," in whose mysterious depths dwelleth many a rare 
antique, that the light of day bath not seen since the 
memorable '14 ; upon the little pine table, white as snow, 
&om frequent inflictions of soap and sand, are seen l/iat 
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BDufF-box, aad that teapot, the little black one, in tlio 
respective solaces of which tlie ills of life have foiind miti- 
gation, and grief has heen allayed of half its bitterness , 
the amelioration of maccahoy relieving the woes of widow- 
hood, and sorrow finding cessation 'ncath the softening 
mfluencc of souchong Ahoie, upon the wall, hangs 
Paul s ancient profile, m daik ngidity, like a soldier on 
pirade, st-uing stiaight forward at nothmg, the unbend- 
ing mtcgiity of nhoso dickey stands m marked contrast 
with the chircoal of his comple\ran And long and often 
has that profile been scanned by fnn<l eyes m vain efibrt 
to detect one line of the olden affection that warmed the 
original, or dwelt in the hard-spelt character of Panl's 
epistles, that, weO-wom and weii-saved, are yet treasured 
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and dangers in the imminent deadly breaches, of his pa- 
rades in the artillery, and his campaign-dinner once a 
ycao". These remain to be written, and the biographer 
of Paul Partington shall set the world aglow with the 
recital of deeds that have been hid, lite the diamond in 
the ashes, but have lost no ray of brilliancy. 

It may, however, be well to give a few of these ex- 
ploits, as illustrative of the character of the person in 
whose heroism we may detect an influence that dates from 
Dog's Bondage ; and nice discriminators may, by close 
scrutiny, see therein the fusion of the fiery blood 
of Seek-the-Kingdom-continually Partyngetonne — the 
trumpeter of Oliver Cromwell — and the gentle outside 
current that met, mmgled, and softened — the venl, vidi, 
vici, of conjugal triumph — -and formed no merely 
bloody warrior, but a hero, whose sword would be stained 
by notliing worse than the mark of cheese that crowned 
the board of war. 

When the news came, in the "last war," that the 
British had landed on the coast, although nine miles 
from Beanville, his voice waked the people from their 
slumbers, calling them to arms ; it was his plume that 
was seen gleaming in the light of the stars, as he dashed 
through the town on horseback, urging his steed on 
through the mud at the rate of five miles an hour ; it 
was his warlike skill that arranged the eleven men of 
2 into a phalanx of attack ; and it was his elo- 
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quonce that called upon them, as hushands, fatheraj 
patriots, aod Christians, to fight and die like men. 
When afterwards it was discovered that all the alarm 
arose from seeing two men in their boats drawing lobster 
nets, the merit of valor did not depart from Paul Part- 
ini'ton, and, though he never got the brevet as sergeant, 
promised him by the general of division, yet the people 
honored him, and the battle of the " Eloody 'Leven," 
as they were called, formed a theme for gossip in the 
tavern at Beanville for many a day. 

When the call came for volunteers to throw up fortifi- 
cations in Boston harbor, he was the first man to enrol 
his name; his pickaxe struck the first blow for his 
country in this service. His use of the spade rendered 
his advice invaluable to the commanding officer, and he 
could tell, to a fraction, how many shovels full to take 
from one portion, and how many wheelbarrow loads to 
put in another. His overalls were in the front of the 
fight ; his arm was fearlessly bared in the encounter. 
" Butj alas for his country ! " he got a grain of gravel 
in hia eye, and had to go home, after exhorting his 
comrades in arms to dig on, and giving his overalls to 
one who needed them. Ho was afterwards pensioned for 
his injury, having been very favorably mentioned in the 
orders of the day. 

But in the muster-field was his greatest trinmph. The 
smell of gunpowder he snuffed like the war-steed from afar. 
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In the intricacies of sham-fight he ivaa at home. He was 
nlways selected to lead the forlorn hope in an attack, and 
his compressed lips and flashing ejes were precnrsora of 
victory. It became a standing rule that he must beat ; but 
when the mad sergeant from the city, who commanded the 
puint to be attacked, wouldn't give in, and charged homo 
upon the corporal, driving him back at the point of the 
bayonet, whereby he lost three of his men and his credit 
in a bog through which they were compelled to pass, 
the star of the corporal ■waned. His martial spirit de- 
parted from that hour. Even though a court-martial 
was ordered at once, and the sergeant ordered to be shot, 
— which fate was only avoided by his speedy departure 
from Beanville, ~ it was of no avail. The careful 
nursing of Ruth availed nothing. He took to his bed, 
had his artillery sword and cap hung upon a nail 
where he couM see them, and lay down to die. The sldll 
of the country doctor, with a pair of saddlebags filled 
with medicine, and the whole pharmacopoeia of Mrs. P., 
couldn't save him, and, after making his will, like a 
prudent citizen and a good soldier, he bado the world 
good-night, and Paul was not. 

" No sound mn awiike him to gloiy agiin." 

He wa,s buried with military honors by the BeanvilL 
Artillery, who for twenty years voted annually to erect 
B. monument to his memory, and then gave it up. Tha 
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poet of the village, in anticipation of the monument, had 
prepared an epitaph, which wo subjoin : — 

" Here lica, bcncatli this heap of earth, 
A horo of eitensiTe worth, 
A Tvholc-souled man, full sii feet tall, 
Sumameii Partington, christened Paal." 

Tho palish hurymg ground in EeanviUe, — a Bketch 
of which 13 here suhjoined, — is situated in the bend at 




the turnpike leading fiom Clover Hill, — and it is a 
shrine much visited m the lummer months by timers at 
the village, foi all that ^ as Piul Partington rests be 
neath the turf with naught but a tall sweet briar to 
mark the spot, etandmg like a sentinel on duty -irmed 
at all points and watching the slumber of the hero of 
the Bloody 'Leven The picture wis tiken by a tra^ 
ellmg artiat while ridmg over the turnpil e on the eta-^ 
~-oach, who was bo struck with the pictuicsque beauty of 
he scene that he made an eight miks-an hour sketch 
of it in his portfolio. 

It is to this spot, on each returning season, that Mrs. 
Partington comes, — by virtue of a free pass allowed !ior 
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by the Beanvillo Branch Railroad, — ■ and brings Isaac, 
and praises the-ancient corporal's virtues and tiies to 
Incite the hoy's ambition +o be lite him ; and he likes to 
come, f wh le he Irinking in the wurds which Mis 
Partin ton mpa ts h can watch the chip munl3 on the 
decaying wall anl hly shy stones at blnls Tihose confi- 
dence lead, th m t fproach the spot and twittur upon 
the mi 11 n t Iks th t grow ranbly by the gite 

We 3 y nau ht 1 ut a sweet-briar tree markb the spot 
The old J, a t n , w th its hard-faced remembrance of 
Paul, has been carried off ia relics by modern Vandals 
Chip by chip has the ancient monument dioappeired, thit 
affection paid for to the city stone-cutter and pkcel 
here, until not a scrap of it is left. The ancient stone 
of blue slate, with its jolly death's-head, that appeared 
as if quick with nurth ; the winged, chubby cherubs in 
the comers, that looked like babies living ia uncom- 
fortable fat, like doughnuts ; the simple inscription, in 
Roman characters, commemorative of the Roman virtues 
of Paul, and the quaint epitaph that told in equivocal 
iglish of a future hope, all have been chipped off. 
But, thanks to art, that can 
restore the lost and create 
, that which never existed, that 
■ monument is before us for our 
5 admiration. How many shocks 
of elemental war has that an- 
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tiquated block of m nu ii nt 1 a Ipture withstood sue- 
cessfuHj — standjn d p t tli n w and frost of ivinter, 
or the tornadoes of s mm t b carried off piece by 
piece in the pockets fa h pilgrims ! But there 
is a glory in the id a of a ^ a t ne's being used up in 
breast-pins, to be more choicely cherished than the richest 
rabies. 

There were melancholy days in the Partingtonian 
mansion when Paul stepped out. The old chair stood 
by tho right side of the fire-plaee, as if waiting to be 
occupied ; the mug simmered in the winter evenings 
between the andirons, with a mournful measure, as if 
responsive to the wind that made a muss and hurly-burly 
about the chimney-top, but only one now partook of its 
contents ; the regimentals were aired upon the clothes- 
line, and, inflated with wind, seemed at times like the 
corporal himself, cut up in parcels, who was, alas ! to £11 
them no more. The settling of the estate broke in upon 
this dull and monotonous existence, and, in the excite- 
ment of the law, she forgot the sorrow that, as she said, 
made her nothing but flesh, skin, and bones. The re- 
mark she made concerning probate offices is recorded as 
n living evidence of her sagacity. Some one spoke to 
her about the probate proceedings regaiiiing the estate. 
"Yes," said she, "it is probe it, probe it, all the time ; 
and if the poor, wiJowless body gets the whole she don't 
get half enough." The remark, likewise, about doing 
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things by attorney will be remembered until it is forgot- 
ten : — "Don't do anything bj power of eternity," said 
she. "for, if you do, you ivill never sec the end of it." 
What profundity ! 

But the estate was settled, after much delay, and the 
farm carried on at the halves by a neighbor, whose hon- 
esty was no security against the temptation of plethoric 
crops and opportunity. The hay fell off in the accounts, 
the recorded corn denoted a speedy famine, and a more 
disastrous havoc of potato rot baa never since transpired 
than assailed her crops. But this state of things came 
to an end, instead of the farm as ivas threatened. 

The march of improvement led to tho need of a rail- 
road through Eeanville, and the Partingtonian mansion 
became a sacrifice to the ruthless spirit of progress, that, 
all-grasping, stops not at anythmg m its path, ivbetber it 
be a homestead or a hemisphere. Mrs. Partington left 
Beanville reluctantly. As she herself has said, it was 
useless to try to stand against a railroad ; and the city 
offering inducements in the way of education for Isaac, 
the legacy left her by the brother of Paul, she anchored 
her bark in the municipal haven, where her benevolence 
of act, intention, and sentiment, has been spread broad-cast, 
and many a smile has grown out of her " lines" that 
" have been cast in pleasant places." 

There is a mystery thrown about the brother of Paul 
that ive cannot unravel. All that is known of him is, 
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that he waa a pioneer in Trestern civilization ; waa wounded 
in the Black Hawk war, and died on his way to Eean- 
ville, forwarding Isaac and a black silk handkerchief of 
boj'3 clothes by stage to their destination. But in Isaac 
is centred the affection that shed its rays about her early 
years, and m hJm she sees the nucleus of a Partingtonian 
progeny that shall appease the spirit of Seek-the-King- 
dom Partyngetonne, if it be knocking round amid sub-lunar 
scenes. She takes every occasion to describe his exalted 
origin. On a recent occasion, while in the street with 
Isaac, a citizen soldier in all the pride of regulation- 
uniform passed them. " See ! " said the boy with anima- 
tion, " does that look like uncle Paul ? " She looked at 
him, half offended. "No," said she, ivith pride in her 
expression, "he is do more like your uncle than Hy- 
perion fluid is like a satire!" There was Shakspeare 
and dignity in the remark, and Isaac turned with emotion 
to look at the picture of a monkey, in a window, tempting 
a chained dog by holding his tail within an inch of the 
canine nose. 

Speaking of the monkey's tail reminds us that we are 
nearly to the end of our tale about Mrs. Partington. We 
at the first thought of getting an autobiography of the 
old lady, ^Yhieh would have greatly enhanced the interest 
of the book, and had asked her to give us something of 
this kind. But one afternoon, as we were revolving some 
stupendous idea, — the Nebraska bill, may be, or tha 
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Gadaden treaty, or Mr. Marcy's letter, — with our feet 
in slippera a foot or two abovo our head, and puffiag one 
of thosa choice Hahanos that the importer had sent in, 
wo folt a finger on our shoulder. " Get out, woman ! " 
we cried, somewhat tartly, "there's nothing for you." 
Heaven help us ! we thought it was the woman with the 
rummy breath that had haunted us for days. The touch 
was repeated, and, looking around to frown down the in- 
truder, the mild gaze of Mrs. Partington was bent upon 
us. The chair from the other room was brought in. 

" So you thought it was the beggar woman, did you 1 " 
said she. " Well, suppose it had have been') Could n't 
you have given her a soft word, if you had n't any money 1 
Was there anything harmonious in her asking you for a 
penny V 

We felt rebuked. 

"But," continued she, smilingly, "1 have come to 
say, about that writing matter, that it will do just as 
well ifyou write it forme. Generally, I s'p03e,anaughty 
biography is better if it is writ by one's self, but I can 
trust you to do me justice." 

IVhat a privdege ! Macaulay says somewhere that 
BoswcU was the only true biographer that ever wrote. 
"By the star that is now before us!" we ejaculated, 
looking at Mrs. Partington, "ho shall yet confess that 
another has been found, and Bozzy'a glories be shared 
with us." 
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Mre. Partington smiled at our entlinsiasm, and passed 
out of t!ie door, and down the stairs, and waved an adieu 
to us a moment afterwards from tlie steps of an omnibus 
that was to take her home. 

Wo have thus given the Life of Mrs. Partington, 
with her antecedents and coassociates. It is a desultory 
Btory, unlike, perhaps, anything you have seen before, 
dear reader. Try to fancy its oddity a reason for praise. 
Kemcmbcr the dull and hackneyed path of common 
biographers, and remember, too, that this is the biogra- 
phy of no common person, but that of Mrs. Partixo- 
TOrT— ra name not bom to die. Perhaps you may 
recognize in the oddity of the sketch a gleam of the 
eccentricity that has marked her sayings. In the hope 
that he has pleased you, the biographer places his hand 
on his heart and bows, as the curtain descends to slow 
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IILD "n^EATHER. 




) grand weather, mem, foi 
I poor people," said Mr. Tigh, the 
I rich neighbor of Mrs. Parti^Rm, 
r on a very warm day of winter, 
\ and indulged m a half-chuckle 
about it 33 he rubbed hia hands 
together. It is a remark that 
?■ would make, and mean it, too, — at a 
time when coal, by the rapacity of man, was eight or 
nine dollars a ton, and cold weather, by the blessing of 
Heaven, that tempera the wind to the shorn lambs and 
ragged children, was withheld, — but not Mrs. Part- 



" Yes," said she, gently laying her hand at the same 
time on the sleeve of Mr. Tigh's coat, and looking himia 
the face. " Yes, and don't folks use this good weather too 
much as an excuse for not helping the indignant widows 
and orphanless children'! Depend upon it, cold weather 
is the best for the poor, for then the rich feel the cold 
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and think more of 'en, and feel more exposed to give 'em 
consolation and coal. Cold weather comes down from 
heaven o' purpose to make men feel their duty, and it 
touches the heart, as the frost touches the milk-pitcher 
and breaks itj and the milk of humane kindness runs out, 
and the poor are made better for it. Cold weather is a 
blessing to the poor, depend upon it." 

She stopped here, and Mr. Tigh cast his eyes down and 
struck his cane several times against a brick at his feet ; 
then, bidding the old lady good-morning, he moved away. 
There was a large " Dr. to Sundries" on his book that 
night, which the book-keeper will find it difficult to ex- 
plain ; but Heaven knows all about it, and the secret gift, 
in charity, and the prayer of the poor recipient, invoking 
bles^dngs on the unknown benefactor, were great reconia 
that night in the aogel's book. 
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THE CHINA aUESTION. 

" You never see sich chaney no ware now, as this/ 
Baid Mrs. Partington, as slie took from an obscure corner 
of the old cupboard a teapot of antic^ue appearance, nose- 
less and handleless, and cracked here and there, and 
stayed with putty where Time's mischievous fingers had 
threatened a di^olution of the union. " That teapot was 
my grandmother's afore she was married; I remember it 
just as well as it was yesterday." 

" Remember when your grandmother ivaa married '.' " 
queried Ike. 

" No, no, the teapot," responded she ; " and it was a 
perfect beauty, with the Garden of Eden on it, and the 
flowers and Adam and Eve on it, so natural that you 
might almost smeU their fragrance." 

" What, smell Adam and Eve f ". said Ike. 

" No, the flowers, stupid ! " replied she ; " my grand- 
'ther gave it to her as a memento mori of his undying 
infection, because the colors wouldn't fade, and they 
never have, though children are destroying angels, and 
they made the mischief among the crockery, as they 
always do now-a-days." 

She had held the teapot in her hands as she spoke, 
and now she gazed in silence upon the picture of Adam 
and Eve, partially concealed in the bushes, and she 
revelled in the memory of the past, and wondered if her 
grandmother ever came back to look at that old teapot 
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tliat she had preserved so carefully, as an heir-loom; 
thea, carefully brushing off some dust that rested upon 
it, she replaced it, and charged Ike impressively to keep 
it most sacrilegiously for her sake. He said he would, as 
plain as his mouth full of preserved plums would let 
liim, and wiped his mouth on the sleeve of his best 
jacket. 



SYMPATHY. 

" Here 's fresh halibut ! " cried the fish-vender, be- 
neath Mrs. Partington's window. 

" I know it is, you poor cretur ! " said the estimable 
lady, looking after him with a commiserating expression; 
" I know it is; and I believe it is the seventh fresh haul 
about that he has mado by here to-day; and he speaks 
BO pitiful, too, when he is telling us of it, it makes my 
very heart ache for him." 

She caught not the (feep significance of the cry; but 
her benevolence, alwaya on the alert, construed it into 
an appeal for sympathy. Heaven's blessings on thee, 
&Ira. Partington, and, with reverence be it wished, 
where hearts axo regarded, may you turn up a trump, 
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PAUL'S GHOST. 



It was just in tho nigh edge of a summer evening, an^ 
Mrs. Partington, -who had worked hard at her knitting 
all day, began to feel a little dozy. Sho felt, as sh< 
described it to her neighbor, Mrs, Battlegash, " a sort of 
alloTemess ; " and those who have felt as she thus described 
it, will know tho precise sensation ; — for ourselves, never 
having felt so, we cannot explain it. 

It was a sort of half twilight, when the daylight 
begins to ho thick and muddy, and a timo when ghosts 
are said to be round fully as plenty as at the classic hour 
of midnight. We never could sec the propriety of re- 
stricting ghostly operations to this sombre hour, and, as 
far as our experience goes, we have seen aa many ghosts 
at " noon of day " as at the " noon of night." 

She never told us why, or if she were thinking of 
ghosts at this time; indeed, all we know about tho ghost 
was from Mrs. Battlegash, and we shall have to give the 
narration as we had it under Mrs. B.'e own hand : — 

"Says Mrs. Part'nton, says she, 'Mrs. Battle,' she 
always caUs me Battle, though my name is Battlegash 
— my husband's name, and his father's — says she, ' Mrs. 
Battle, I 've seen an apprehension ; ' and I thought she 
was agoing to have an asterisk, she was so very pale and 
]j|ggard like ; andsaysl, ' What's themattcr'?' forlfelt 
kind of sheered. I had hccred a good deal about the 
spirituous manifestations, and did n't know but they had 
been a manifesting her. Saysl, '"VVhat'sthematter.'agin, 
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and then says she, as solum as a grave-yard, ' I 've seen 
Paul ! ' I felt cold chills a crawlin all over me, but I 
mustard courage enough to say, ' Do teU, ! ' ' Yes,' says 
she, .' I saw him with my mortal eyes, just as he looked 
when he was a tenement of chiy, with the very soger 
clo'es and impertinences he had on the last day he sarved 
his country in the auxiliary.' 

" I tried to comfort the poor cretnr by telling her that 
I guessed he didn't keer enough about her to want to 
come back, and as his estate had all been settled sacrelig- 
iously, it would be very unreasonable indeed in him to 
come back to disturb her. 

" 'Where did you see him f ' says I. 'Out into the 
yard,' said she. ' When did you see him ? ' says I. 'Just 
now,' said she. ' Are you shore it was he 1 ' said I, de- 
termined to get at tlie bottom of it. 'Tes,' said she, 
' if ever an apprehension did come back, that 'ere was 
one. P'raps it is there now.' Then says I, 'Ruth,' says 
I, ' le's go and see.' 

' ' She riz right up, and we walked along through the 
ong entry into her room, and looked out of her back 
window, and there, shore enough, was a sight as froze my 
blood to calves-foot jelly. There was the soger cap and 
coat, as nateral aa life, with the tompion atop. My 
heart come up into my mouth, so that I could have spit 
it out ju^t aa easy as not. Mrs. Part'nton, says she, 
'What do you think of if! isn't it his apprehension? 
JBat I 'm determined to speak to it.' 

" I tried to perauade her not to, but she insisted on it, 
and out she went, 

" ' Paul ! ' said she, ' what upon airtii do you want 
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that you siould come back arter it, so apprehensively "i ' 
The figure was setting on the top of the pump when she 
spoke, and it did n't tako no notice of her. ' Pan! ! ' said 
she, a little louder. Then slowly and solemly that 'ere 
cap turned round, and instead of Paul, Mr. Editor, if 
you '11 believe it, it was Ike, the little scapegrace, that 
had frightened us almost out of our wits, if we erer had 
any. That boy, I boHevo, wiU be the means of some- 
body's death. Mrs. Part'nton grew very red in the face, 
and razed her hand to inflict corporal punishment onto 
the young corporal, but the boy looked up kind of 
pleasantly like, and she could n't find the heart to strike 
him, though I told her if she spared the rod she would 
spile that 'ere child. It is fortnight for him that he is n't 
a child of mine, I can tell him." 

Here Mrs. Battlegash's narrative ends. "We can fancy 
the scene in the yard: the youngster in the corponil's 
coat, the red fiwse changing to pleasant equanimity, the 
raised hand, iodicative of temper, subsidingj as the waves 
do when the wind ceases to blow, and peace, like the 
evening star above them, pervading and giving grace to 
the tableau. 

5* 
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IKE SO TENDER-nEAUTED. 

'■ There, don't take on so, dear," said Mrs. Parting- 
ton, as she tanded Ike a peach he had been crying for. 
He took the peach, and a minute afterwards was heard 
T^hiatling "Jordan" on the ridgepole of tho shed. "He 
13 sich a tender-hearted critter," said she to Mrs. Sled, 
smilingly, while that excellent neighbor looked at him 
through the window with two deprecatory cyca— " Hois 
so tender-hearted that I can't ask him to go out and draw 
an armful of wood or split a pail of water without setting 
him crying at once." 

She paused for Mrs. Sled's mind to comprehend the 
whole force of the remark concerning- Ike's lachrymosity. 

" And he 's the most considerable boy, too," resumed 
she, "that over you see; for when we had the inclina- 
tion on the lungs, he would n't take a bit of the medicine 
Dr. Bolus had subscribed, 'cause he knowed it would do 
me good, and said he 'd foil as lieves take molasses ! " 

She went on with her knittmg, and Ike became lost 
in the foot of a stocking that she was toeing out. Those 
grapes on the trellis opposite where Ike is sitting look 
temptmg ! 



Mrs. Partington says there must be some sqrt of 
kin between poets and pullets, for they both are always 
chanting their lays. 
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Pebhaps it -would not mako a rap's difference, ono 
way or the other, in a man'a fortunes, wliether he looked 
up or down; but we always fancied that there was a rea- 
son for the superstition that made a man's habit of look- 
ing down an augury of his success in life ; as if his mind 
dwelling, with liis eyes, continually on the earth, would 
better enable him to know how to make money, as a 
man who dwells in the dark can see better in tlie accus- 
tomed darkness, than one who comes directly in from the 
light. He keeps his eyes on the ground, and no stray 
fourpences or cents escape bis eagle vision. Every rag 
is marked to see if it may not be a bill in disguise, and 
the hope to find a pocket-book or two, while passing akng 
the street, seems to be continually present in his mind. 
His eyes grow heavy with looking down, and when at 
last there is no longer occasion to look dowii, — when ho 
Las found all the fourpences and pocket-hooks that he 
has sought for, — then the light is painful to him, and ho 
turns to the earth again, before he is dead. Habit makes 
it his only happiness, and he goes to seeking for pocket- 
books and fourpences again. 

If this he the result of looking doi\-n, the result of 
looking up must be, we should suppose, the opposite of 
this,-, Lifting the eyes ahovo the world brings one to 
view things far better than fourpences. As much dif- 
ference between them as the difference between a star 
of the first magnitude and a gold dollar. The eyelids 
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turned opj the sunlight streams down upon the mind, 
and prepares therein a soil for the reception of good seed, 
that shall grow up and bear fruit. 

Look up ! Who ever thinta of groping about tho 
foundations of Bunker Hiil Monument, when there 
are so many pleasures of vision to be gained by climbing 
to its summit '] The higher the look, or climb, the broader 
the view from the lofty position one gains. Tho most 
beautiful and delicats work of a structure is placed at tho 
top. The fruit that is sweetest is always tbe nearest 
tho sum. These are facts that belong to evcry-day life, 
to say nothing of that spiritual looking-up required to 
give light to the soul ; a coromodity which some few 
people possess, and seem desirous of benefiting. 

But don't, iu looking up, lose all memory of earth ; 
for you can't drop your body as you can your coat, with 
your wish, and soar off on tho wings of the spirit. When 
you look up, keep part of an eye directed to earth, and 
avoid the coal-holes and cellar-ways that are open for 
your unwary feet. A too deep absorption in things 
above the earth may make the star-gaaer conscious of a 
pain in the back from a tiDo sudden contact with the 
" cold, cold ground," as we saw a printer served on a 
cold morning (though whether he was heaven-seeking 
is questionable), and who looked very simple as ho 
gathered himself up after the prostration. 

Let the upward look characterize us all, — iiith the 
eye to accidents mentioned above, — and secure for us a 
name for aspiring above the grovellmg things of tlie 
world, and five of us out of six may be deserving of it, 
Look up! 
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A SOLEMN FACT. 

.ODR plints are most flst- 
giantly odious," said 
Mrs Partington, a3 she 
J stooped over a small oval 
rod table in a neighbor's 
house, which table -was cov- 
ed with cracked pots filled 
with lusui lint geraniums, and 
a monthly rose, and a cactus, 
„|i[||' and other bright creations, 
Iff that shed theirsweetness upon 
the ilmost tropical atmos- 
phere of a southeily room in- Apnl, while a fragrant 
vine, hung m chains giaced the window with a curtain 
more gorgeous thm any other not exactly like it. Mrs. 
Partington stood gazing upon them in admiration. 

" How beautiful they are ! " she continued. " Do you 
profligate your plants by slips, mem7" 

She was told that such was the case ; they were propa- 
gated by slips. 

" So was mine," said Mrs. P. " I was always more 
lucky with my slips than with anything else." 

Bless thy kind old heart, Mrs. Partington ! it may 
be so with you, but it is not so with all ; for the way 
of the world is hard, and many slips , are made, and 
for the unfortunates whose feet or tongues slip on the 
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trcaehoroua path, a sentence generally awaita which 
admits email chance of reversal, — a soiled coat or a 
soiled character sticking to them untO both are irorn out. 
Dear old iady! jour humble chronicler remembers that 
many of the young and beautiful are profligated by 
slips, — slips so gradual that propriety could hardly call 
them such at first, — which end, heaven and earth and 
perdition know how deep. 



NE¥ REMEDY FOR A DROUGHT. 

Mrs. Partington was in the country one August, 
and for a whole month not one drop of rain had fallen. 
One day she was slowly walking along tho road, with 
her umbrella over her head, when an old man, who waa 
mending up a little gap of wall, accosted Iier, at the 
same time depositing a largo stone on the top of the 
pile. 

" Mrs. Partmgton, what do you think can help this 
'ere drought 7" 

The old lady looked at biin through her spectacles, at 
the same time smelling a fern leaf. 

" I think," said she, in a tone of oracular wisdom, " X 
think a little rain would help it aa much as anything." 

It was a great thought. The old gentleman took off 
his straw hat, and wiped his head with his cotton hand- 
kerchief, at the same time saying that be thought so 
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"HEAR THAT VOICE." 

Did the reader ever know a man grown, and big at 
that, with a very small voice, that almost squealed in 
uttering itself, and ga\e a moat ridiculous aspect to what 
was perhaps of greit impoitance, aa matters of life and 
death, the reading of a \ull, an exhortation to virtue, or 
an anxious inq^uiry concerning the health of friends "i Of 
course he has, for there aie many such voices about 
An ai^ent of a large manufacturing establishment in New 
Hampshire possessed this peculiarity of voice to a re- 
markable degree, which once was the cause of a most 
mortifymg and ludicrous mistake. A man came to the 
factory to get employment, — a great burly fellow, with 
a voice like young thunder, — and saluted the agent, 
who was a small man, by the way, with the question, 
" Do you want to hue ' " m i tone that seemed to shake 
the room in which they stood. Starting at the sound, 
and with a face expressive of nervous irritability, he 
drawled out, in his squeaking, querulous manner, as if 
looking at each word before he uttered it, 
I' No — I— don't— know — as — I — do." 
The man, not understanding his peculiarity, attributed 
the strange tones to another cause, and kindly extending 
his huge hand, as one might suppose a friendly bear would 
under like circumstances, patted the little agent on the 
head, and eootliingly uttered, 

"Well, well, my little fellow, don^t cry about it, 
don't take on bo, if you can't hire me ! " 
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Tlie contact of crude Immanity with his delicate nead 
operated aa magically upon tlie agent as did the touch 
of Captain Cuttle's hook upon the refined flesh of Dom- 
bcy, and frightful was the yell with which he met the 
mechanic's sympathy in a command to leave the room, 
and awfully vehement was the manner in which ho 
slammed the door to aa the good-humored fellow passed 
into the street. 



MRS. PARTINGTON PENNED. 

A FKIEND, returned from a visit to New York, pre- 
sented to Mrs. Partington a gold pen which had been 
entrusted to him for her. The present was duly ex- 
amined and admired, and turned round, and pulled out, 
and held up to the light, and a receipt for pew-rent was 
brought out from the black bureau, on the back of which 
to test its quality, and she made a straight mark to the 
right, and then crossed it with another straight mark of 
equal length, and then said it was charming. 

"But who are they'?" said she, speculatively. "I 
don't know them, I'm shore." 

The friend blandly explained that they knew her 
very well, and that this present was a tribute of regard 
for her many virtues, which, like the odor of ten thousand 
flowers, is borne across the entire land. The giver was 
eloquent — touching. 

" Ah," said she, " it is very kind to remember a poof 
widowless body like me ! "What friends I have got 
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I hope that Heaven will be rewarded for their itindnesa 
tome !" 

It waa a fervent aspiration, aad tliough the letter of her 
prajcr might seem to divert the reward from its true 
object, still its spirit conferred it rightly. She opened 
the old black bureau-desk in the corner, and placed 
the gold pen carefully by the side of the paste shoe- 
buckles, and hoop can-ings, — - valuable relies of bygone 
times, — and then securely locked the desk, as she saw 
Ike looking curiously into the window, with his nose 
flattened close against the glass. 



THE SODA FOUNTAIN. 

"There it goes again!" said Mrs. Partington, agshe 
became conscious of the sublimity of a soda fountain one 
warm day. " Thero it goes again, I declare, fizzin 
away like a blessed old locomoco on the railroad. Don't 
say anything about Nigary now, — that is n't nothin in 
caparison to this, — and it a'n't bad beer nuther; but 
bow in natur they can draw so many kinds out of one 
fiissit, that's the wonderment to me !" and she read- 
justed her specs, and took a now survey of the mystery, 
while Ike, unwatched, was weighing his knife and five 
jackstones in the bright brass scale on the other 
counter. 
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aiVING REASONS. 

The V 3 reasons h h 8 me folks al ys ha a 
r idy for tl e r ac dents and m fo -tunes or as p 11 a 
t es for tlier iaults anl foil es are ve y musn^ 
Many ato es are toH of s ct) o e we ememle of a 
boy who hid played t uaiit anl ga s the reason for 
h a al sen e tl at h s f tli r ke[.t h n .it h me o h Ip 
g nd the h nl aw A toj e ac ount n^ fo a b d c H 
he had sa 1 he had slept on tl e common and fo ^ot to 
shut the g te Vnother soile who n s fou d n the 
guttei, T^ith the water making a free passage over him, 
when asked how he cajne there, repliod that ho had agreed 
to meet a man there. 

In our printing-office days, when we had to work for 
a living, it was our luck to work with a queer old fellow, 
who bore the name of Smith, or some such odd title. 
He waa a very unhappy man, and never smiled unless 
he had the whole office in a snarl, and then he would 
chuckle right gladly. He was always fencying that hia 
office-mates were imposing upon him, and a perfect flood 
of bile would he throw off at times for imagined wrongs. 
His position was by a window, fronting the east, and 
over this window he claimed absolute dominion, to shut 
it up or have it open, as he just pleased, maugre the 
fretting of those who were annoyed by his obstinacy. 
He assumed the office of a thermometer for the men, and 
graduated the heat according to his own feelings. K the 



o.led by Google 



A SMALL TRADE. 



wind was east he would aa surely have the window open 
as that he would have it shut if it blew pleasantly from 
the west. 

One day, with the wind blue east, the window was 
open all day, and much audible complaint was made by 
all hands, but without any effect. It waa with a feeling 
nearly akin to exultation they saw him enter the office 
next day with indubitable signs of having a cold upon 
him;- — his nose looked "red and raw," and his voice 
sounded as if he had two tight-fitting cort stoppers in his 
nostrils. The window that day was not opened, you may 
depend. One of the men undertook to remind him thai, 
his cold waa in consequence of the wind blowing upon 
him. 

" Do it aidt," said Smith, " but I hug by hat up by 
the widnder, ad last dight whcd I put it od, it was brib 
full of east wid." 



A SMALL TRADE. 

" Cold day, Mr. Smith," said old Roger, in the Do^k 
Square omnibus to his neighbor, who assented very 
politely. " And yet," continued Eoger, " cold as it is, 
I have just seen a. man in State-street, who does ni/ 
wear gloves." 

" Ah ! " responded Smith, struck with the singularity 
of the statement, " why not, pray ? " 

"Why," chuckled the old man, "becaaso ho hasn't 
any hands." 

Mr. Smith smiled. 
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ON LOCOMOTION. 

" So they 've got jou on the stage, Mrs. Partington,' 
said we to the old ladj, after seeing her name, on a 
theatre bill, as one of the characters in a new builetta. 

" On the stage ! " replieii she, and a gleam of memory 
passed over her face like a raj of sunshine over a faded 
landscape, and she looked out of the window, and down 
the street, until her eje rested on an omnibus moving 
quickly along, in the pride of paint and gold, and she 
took passage in it, in fancy, and went along with it. 
"Yes," said she, " they did get me on the stage, because 
it caused a nonsense in my stomach to ride inside ; and 
what a queer figure I did make on it, to be sure ! But 
that, dear, was five and twenty years ago, and it is so 
queer they should remember it. 0, thorn stages ! I 've 
heerd of people riding by easy stages, but I never saw 
one. The easiest way that I ever rid was on a pillory 
behind Paul, there. Easy stages, indeed ! why, it shook 
me aa if it would shake the sensuality all out of me, and 
I never got over it for a week. How difierent it is 
now '■ " — and she looked at the omnibus just passing her 
door, — " all you 've to do is to get into an ominous, all 
cushioned nicely, -with a whole picture-gallery round it, 
to see for nothing, and afore you know it you ire where 
you want to go. Stages ■ ■ ■ - " 

" But it is the National stage," we said. 
" Well, well," -replied she, hastily, " 'taint no differ- 
ence; only the national stage carried the mail, and 
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t'other the female passengers ; one was jest as bad as 
t'other, and I don't know but worse." 

"But they've got jou in tie theatre, the National 
Theatre," we persisted, and showed her the bill. 

She looked at it a moment, and wiped her specs, and 
looked at it again in silence, as if her mind had n't got 
back from the hard journey it had just taken. At that 
moment a crasb of glass called her hastily to the kitchen. 
The floor was covered with fragments of that brittle 
artiolG, and a large ball hopped under a chair, as if 
ashamed of itself; while Ike was seen, through the 
broken window, making tracks speedily for the shed. 
We left her picking up the glass, so that he might not 
get it into his bare feet when he came in. Depend upon 
it, he had to take a severe " talkin to" when she caught 
him. 



THE LARGEST LIBERTY. 

" Mow go to meeting, dear," said Mrs. Partington, aa 
Isaa,c stood smoothing his hair preparatory to going out 
on Sunday. He looked down at his new shoes, and a 
thought of the green fields made him sigh. A fishing- 
line hung out of one pocket, which Mrs. Partington 
didn't see. 

"Where shall Igo to?" asked Ike. 

Since the old lady had given up her seat in the Old 
North church, she had no stated place of worship. 

" Go," replied she sublimely, as she pulled down hia 
jacket behind, "go anywheres where the gospel is dis- 
pensed with." 

6* 
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Such liberality fa rare. Bigotry finds no place in her 
composition, and the truth, in her view, throws its light 
into every apartment of the Christian edifice, like an 
ojsterman'a chandelier into his many booths. The simiie 
is not the very best, but the best to be had at present. 



MRS. PARTINGTON IN COURT. 

"I TOOK my knitting-work and went up into tho 
gallery," said Mrs. Partington, the day after visiting 
one of the city courts ; " I went up into the gallery, 
and, after I had digested my specs, I looted down 
into the room, but I could n't see any courting going on. 
An oM gentleman seemed to be ashing a good many 
impertinent questions, — just like some old folks, — and 
people were setting round making minuets of the 
conversation. I don't see how they made out what was 
said, for they all told different stories. How much 
easier it would be to get along if they were all made to 
tell the same story ! Wliat a sight of trouble it would 
save the lawyers ! The case, as they called it, wa3 
given to the jury, but I could n't see it, and a gentle- 
man with a long pole was made to swear that he 'd 
keep an eye on 'em, and see that thoy didn't run away 
with it. Eimehy in they come agin, and then they said 
somebody was guilty of s-^mefli'"'^, who had just said he 
was innocent, and did n't know nothing about it no more 
than the little baby that never had subsistence. I come 
away soon afterwards ; but I could n't help thinking ho^ 
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trying it must be to sit there all day, shut out from the 
blessed air ! " 

This experience is a beautiful exhibit of judicial 
life. True enough, Mrs. Partington; how easy might 
be the determining of cases, were hut one side of the 
story told ! But, alas for perplexed jurymen ! there are 
unfortunately two sides, and the brain is racked to judge 
between them — Conscience holding tho light trembling- 
ly, lest Honor he compromised, and Mercy pointing with 
raised finger to its fi)untain, as if endeavoring to draw 
attention from Justice, i\ho stands, sword in hand, to 
urge her claim. " To well and truly try " is the solemn 
duty fastened by an oath, and the Commonwealth reposes 
in blessed security upon the broad responsibility of twelve 
honest men. God save the Commonwealth ! 



"RIGHT" AND "LEFT." 

" There never was a time when the divine right of 
kings could be better shown," said old Roger, em- 
phasizing the word " right " significantly. 

"■Whyf" asked the little man from the provinces, 
looking up. 

"Because," replied he, "there will soon be none 
of them left." 

An audible "Whew!" whistled along the table, and 
one distinct knock from each boarder, denoted equivocal 
approbation. The dessert was dispensed with. 
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A LITTLE TRUTH ¥ELL PFT. 




' jou TO come down to attend 
adversary meet ngs said 
Mrs. Partmgton, as she surveyed 
the three trunta and two valises 
and a hasket that the cab liad 
just left, and £he owner of them all, a gentleman in 
black, lyitii a ghostly-looking neckcloth, 

"Ah!" said he, humoring her conceit and smiling, for 
he expected to stay some days, " the adversary wc meet 
we subdue with the weapons of the spirit." 

"That is juat what dear Deacon Sprig said when he 
captivated the crazy Ingen with New England rum, and 
then put him in bride'll. Says he, ' I 'II subdue him 
with the sword of tho spirit' — he was sich a queer man ! 
Those meetings are excellent for converting heathens and 
aavmg the lost, and I do hope, after tliey have saved 
everybody else, that they will try and save a few more of 
their oim that need teaching. There is a great many 
round here that want looking afier more than the heathen 



o.led by Google 



MUSICAL CEITICISM. 69 

do ; and we miiBt look after our own first, or be woisa 
than the infiddles." 

A pair of yam stockings and a box of butter stopped 
her mouth for the time, and the old silver spoons marked 
" P. P." and the antique china irere brought out — arti- 
cles that were only used on state occasions. 



MUSICAL CRITICISM. 

" How did you like the concert 1 " aaked Frank, of 
Mrs. Partington, at the Oratorio. " Very much, indeed," 
said she ; " I liked everything about the Ontario but the 
consecutives ; the corrosives I thought were sublimated, 
but the consecutives I thought was dreadfully oat of 
tune." Frank explained to her the object of the recita- 
tive, and smiled a little at the queer mistake she had 
made in musical terms. Bless thee, Mrs. Partington ! 
thy genius in its extravagance is never retarded bj 
terras. 
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LIFE ON THE ROAD. 

One summer, during the very hot woatherj our Ellen, 
whose life could number seventeen happy summer,}, and 
nearly the same number of winters, took it into her 
little roguish head that she would like to go to Hampton 
Beach. And when such a whim had once got into her 
head, the question might well bo asked how could it be 
got out. It would be hopeless to attempt it, provided 
any one were so inclined ; but no ono said a woi-d, and 
Ellen did go. She and her little friend Charlotte, who 
was on a visit to Ellen, started for the Beach, with 
lots of precautions and dough-nuts from Ellen's mother, 
for there is not a better soul between here and Great 
HiU than that same mother of Ellen's. 

The horse and the wagon, bearing its charming freight 
of two pretty girls, moved swiftly and safely over the 
road to the Beach, and many a musical echo reverberated 
through the woods, and along the meadows, and by the 
hill-sides, and from the hill-tops, as they passed along. 

The day was very pleasantly spent by the sea-shore, 
and when wearied with rambling over the fine, smooth 
beach, and sporting in the breakers Hke naiads, they 
started on their return home, with hearts as light and 
eyes as bright as when they set out in the morning. 

Their horse was a spirited animal, which could ill 
brook a whip, and was also emulative to a great degree 
in competing with other horses for mastery on the road. 
In Jact, he would allow no horse to go by him, and made 
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it a matter of principle — if torses are ever governed 
by principle — to go by all on the road. They had 
got perhaps half way home, lyhen tboy overtook an 
oldish sort of a mao who was driving a fast horse. 
"Billy," Ellen's horso, stuck up his ears, and "put 
her," wth an evident determination of going by. The 
old 'un stirred bis beast up to the strife, and away they 
went over the road as swift as the swalloirs — neither 
having the advantage. Ellen laughed at the sport, and 
held the ribbons with the tact of a veteran Jehu. The 
contest was soon decided, for the old chap raised Lis 
whip and slightly touched " Billy" with the lash. 

Billy impetuously kicked at the insult, but darted 
like lightning along the road, distancing his competitor 
in a twinkling. The old man was seen no more by the 
victors ; but over the road they still flew, Billy heeding 
neither reiu nor word. The remembrance of the insult 
put him to bis speed, and ho dashed along with terrific 
velocity. 

Men rushed out, and threw up their hands, and cried 
" Whoa ! " 

Women screamed, and prophesied woe to them. 

Dogs barked as they skimmed along. 

But no fear was felt by our Ellen in her peril. Her 
pulse was quick with the excitement, but no fear mingled 
with it. Her cheek was red as the rose, and her eyes 
laughed, aa her ringing voice teld the people to get out 
of the way. She wound the ribbons round her hands, 
and to keep the middle of the road was her only care. 

Bravo! Ellen — bravo! and the brave heart and 
strong arm gave her the victory. A two-mile heat, the 
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quickest ever ran in our county, stands recordeci u> lier 
fame. 

This is n't much of a story, but it sbows what a true 
woman can do and should do in an emergency. It will 
not do for Ellen's hushand to treat her badly, we can tell 
him, when he gets her. His bones wouldn't be entirely 



IfANCY DISEASES. 

" Diseases is very various," said Mrs, Partington, aa 
she returned from a street-door conversation with Dr 
Bolus. " The Doctor tcUs me that poor old Mrs. Haze 
baa got two buckles on her lungs ! It is dreadful to 
think of, I declare. The diseases is so various ! One way 
we hear of people's dying of hermitago of the lungs ; 
another way of the brown creatures ; here they tell us 
of the elementary canal being out of order, and there 
about toasors of the throat ; hero we hear of neurology 
in the head, there of aJi embargo ; one side of us we hear 
of men being killed hj gettmg a pound of tough beef in 
the sarcofegus, and there another kills hiioself by dis- 
covering his jocular vein. Things change so, that I 
declare I don't know how to subscribe for any disease 
now-a-days. New names and new nostrils takes the 
place of the oH, and I might as weU throw my old herb- 
bag away." 

Fifteen minutes afterwards Isaac had that herb-bag for 
a target, and broke three squares of glass in the cellar 
window in trying to hit it, before the old lady knew what 
he was about. She did n't mean exactly what she said. 
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DAGFEHREOTYPES. 

"What artfulness!" said Mrs. Partington, as she 
held her miniature in her hand, done in the highest style 
of the daguerrean art. The features were radiant with 
benevolence; the cap, close-fitted about her venerable 
face, bore upon it the faded black ribbon, tie memento 
of ancient woe ; the close-folded kerchief about her neck 
was puined with mathematical exactness, while from 
beneath the cap border struggled a dark gray lock of 
hair, like a withered branch in winter wavic"- amid ac- 
cumulated snows. The specs and bos wero represented 
upon the table by her side. The picture was like her, 
and admiration marked every line of her countenance as 
yhe spoke. 

" What artfulness here is, and how nat'rally every lini-. 
ment is brought out ! How nicely the dress is digested ! " 

She was talking to herself all the wliilo. 

" "^Vhy, this old black lutestring, that I have worn twenty 
year for Paul, looks as good aa new, only it is a little 
too short-waisted by a great deal. 0, Paul, Paul ! " 
sighed she, as she sat back in her chair and gazed, with 
a tear in her eye, upon an old smoke-stained profile, cut 
in black, that had hung for many a year above the 
mantelpiece. " 0, Paul ! what a blessed thing this is, 
where Art helps Natur, and Natur helps Art, and they 
both help one another ! How I wish I had your dear old 
phismahogany done like this ! I 'd prize it more than 
gold or silver." 
7 
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She sat still, and looked alternately at the daguerreo- 
type and the profile, as if she hoped the profile would 
speak to her; but it still looked rigidly fi)rward, thrust- 
iag out ita huge outline of nose as if proud of it, and 
then with a sigh she reclasped the case and deposited the 
picture in the upper drawer of the old black bureau in 
tlw comer. Ike was all the while burning holes through 
a pine shmgle with one of Mrs. Partmgton's best knit- 
tins-needles. 



THAT AND THAT. 

" You do make that child look like a fool, wife, with 
all that toggery on him," said Mr. Fog angrily, as they 
were starting out for a walk. "Dear me," says Mrs. 
Partington, meeting them at the. door, " what a doll of a 
baby, and how much ho resembles his papa ! " Mr. Fog 
coughed, and they passed along. 
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OTf POLITICS. 



"As regards these electrical matters," said Mrs, 
Partington, just before election, —she lived on a main 
street, and the cheering and noise of parties passing her 
door kept her awake o' nights, — " I don't see the use 
of making so much fuss about it. Why don't they take 
some one and give hitn their sufferings, if he has n't got 
any of his own, and let him bo governor till he dies, 
just as they do the judges, and arterwards too, as they 
sometimes do them, for they might aa well be dead, a 
good many of 'em? 0, this confusion of noise and 
hubbub ! My poor head aches o' hearing of it, and Isaae 
has got sich a cold, looking out of the window at the 
possessions without nothing on the head. And then 
what crittera they all be, to be sure ! — their newspa- 
pers are brim full of good resolutions, but ne'eraono of 
'em did I ever know 'em to keep. They are always 
resolving, like the showman's resolving views, and one 
resolution fades away jest as quick as another comes. 
If I oould have my way, I would " — 

" Hooray ! here they come ! " cried Die, breaking in 
upon the old lady's remarks, and banging his slato on 
the floor, and throwing up the window with a vehemence 
that broke two squares of glass. 

" Hooray ! " came up m a big chorus from the street, 
filling Mrs. Partmgton's little chamber, to its utmost 
capacity, with " hooray," the great element of political 
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"There they go agin," cried she, " with their drums 
and lanterns, like crazy critters, and keeping folks awake 
when they ought to be in the arms of Murphy ! " 

Ike pulled in his head and dropped the window, and 
tho good old lady mended the fracture of the glass by a 
hat aud a pair of pants of Ike's, with tiie threat of severe 
punishment if he evef did so again. But do you sup- 
pose slie would have kept if! Ike knew better. Wben 
the glazier came in the next day to mend the window, sho 
had to tell him the story of how it was broke, but all the 
blame was on the politicians. 



" Don't crowd so, good woman," said old Roger, at 
the Lowell Institute, as he was waiting his turn to give 
his name. " Don't crowd so ! " and, looking over hia 
shoulder, he met tho reproachfal glance of Mrs. Part- 
ington herself, who was there for the same purpose. He 
immediately gave way to her, and the next mommg 
found himself not divisible by 7, nor anything like it. 
" So much for politeness ! " growled old Roger ; " she 'U 
get all the Natural Religion now ; and much good maij 
it do her! " Ton would have smiled to see the spiteful 
manner in which the little man said this. 
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BEAUTIFUL REFLECTION INTERRUPTED. 

"Dear me!" said Mrs. Partington; and so she is 
dear, — not that she meant so, — because under that Mack 
bonnet is humility, and self-praise forms no part of her 
reflection. It waa a simple ejaculation, that was all; 
our Tvord for it. " Dear mo ! here they are going to havo 
war again over the sea, and only for a Turkey, and it 
don't say how much it weighed either, nor whether it 
was tender ; and Prince Knockemstiff has gone off iu a 
miff, and the Rushin bears and Austriches are a)l to he 
let loose to devour the people, and Heaven knows where 
the end of it will leave ofE! War is a dreadful thing — 
BO destroying to temper and good clo'cs, and men shoot 
at eaoh other jest as if they was gutter purchase, and 
cheap at that." 

How sorrowfully the cover of the snuff-box shut, as 
she ceased speaking ! and the spectacles looked dewy, 
like a tumbler in summer-heat filled with ice-water, as 
she looked at the profile of the corporal, with the sprig 
of sweet fern above it,_ and the old sword behind the 
door. 

What did Ike mean as he stole in, and deposited some 
red article under the cricket upon which her feet rested, 
and then stole out again "} 

A hissing sound followed — crack ! snap ! bang ! 
whiz ! went a bunch of crackers — and Mrs. Partington, 
in consternation and cloth slippers, danced about the 
room, forgetful of distant wax in her present alarm. 

Ah. Ike ! 
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APPOINTING INSPECTOE.S. 

"IsspECTOns of cnstoms!" -said Mrs. Partmgton, 
energeticallj, as she laid down tlie paper chronicling 
some new appointment. Here was a now idea, that 
broke upon her mind like a ray of sunshine through a 
com ham. 

"Inspectors of customs!" and she looked up at the 
rigid profile of tho old corporal, as if she would ask what 
he had to say ahout it ; but that warrior had hung there 
too long to be now disturhcd by trifles, and he took no 
notice of her. 

"Inspectors of customs!" continued she, as she 
turned her attention to tho old black teapot, and then 
turned out the tea, which celestial beverage gurgled 
through the spout, in harmony with her reSections, not 
too strong; ''that's a new idea to me. But, thank 
Providence, I ha'n't got no customs that I hadn't as 
lives they'd inspect as not; only I'd a little rather 
they wouldn't. I^wish everybody could say so, but 
I'm afeard there are many customs that won't bear 
looting into. Well, let every tub stand on its own bot- 
tom, I say — I won't cast no spociousncss on nobody. 
But I don't see what they wanted to appoint any more 
for, and be to so much suspense when every place has so 
many in it that will inspect customs for nothing. If 
they'd only make my next-door neighbor. Miss Juniper, 
now, an inspector of customs, they wouldn't need 
another for a long ways, that 's mortally sartin." 
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She Stirred her souchong as she ruminated, untasting, 
ftnd Ike helped hunself, unheeded, to the last preserved 
pear there iraa in the dish. 



MRS. PAETINGTOI^ AT TEA. 

"Adulterated tea!" said Mrs. Partington, as she 
read in the Transcript an account of the adnlteration of 
teas in England, at which she ivaa much shocked. "I 
TTonder if this is adulterated?" and she boived her head 
over the steaming and fragrant decoction in the cup be- 
fore her, whose genial odors mingled with the silvery 
vapor, and encircled her venerable poll like a halo. 
" It smells virtuous," continued she, smiling witii satis- 
faction, "and I know this Shoo-shon t^ must be good, 
because I bought it of Mr. Shoo-shon himself, at Red- 
ding's. Adulterated ! " she meandered on, pensively 
as a brook in June, "and it's agin the command- 
ment, too, which says don' t break that, Isaac ! " as 

she saw that interesting juvenile amusing himself with 
making refracted sunbeams dance upon the wall, and 
around the dark profile, and among the leaves of the 
Bweet fern, like yellow butterflies or fugitive chips of 
new June butter. The alarm for her crockery dispelled 
all disquietude about the tea, and she sipped her beverage, 
all oblivious of del'j-tea-rious infiiaions. 
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Sill, YOU O^VE ME A CENT. 

niER thjngs may be gi'eat," 
said old Roger with a nod, 
"besides what's called so; 
BOmo very lillle thing, if 't ia 
done well, can he a great one ; 
in impudence, say, for in- 
, stance Yesterday a hoy 
asked me pitifully for a four- 
pence , I gave him what I 
thought to be one, and passed 
on Presently I felt a twitch 
5i't niy coat-tail, and looked 
round, and there stood the boy. 
' Sir,' says he, ' you owe me a cent — this 'ere won't 
pass for but five centa — ■ it 's crossed ! ' I gave tho 
little rascal a shilling at once ; I could n't help it. The 
thing was sublime, — admirable; hang me if it wasn't." 
And tho little man struck his cane violently on the 
groundj and laughed happily at the supreme impudence 
displayed in the aflair. 




o.led by Google 



aDESSINa AT A NAME. 



GUESSING AT A NAME. 

"Drive him out!" screamed Mrs. Partington, aa 
Ike wliistled in an immense house-dog, who perambu- 
lated the kitchen, dotting the newly-washed floor with 
flowers of mud, and audaciously smelling Mrs, Parting- 
ton's toes, as the old lady stood up in a chair to avoid 
him. 

" Drive him out. What is his name, Isaac 1 " 

" Guess," replied Ike. 

"I can't, I know. Perhaps it '3 Watch, or Poato, or 
CEesar — what is iti " 

" Why, Guess." 

"I tell you I can't guess. Perhaps it's Hector, or 
T.iger, or Eover — what is his name t " 

"Guess," 

" O, you provoking creatur! I'll be tempered to whip 
you within an inch of your skin if you provoke me so. 
Wbj don't you tell me 1 " 

"I did tell yoa the first time," whined Ike, pulling 
the dog's ear with one hand while he wiped his dry eyes 
with the other, " his name is Guess." 

The old lady was melted by his emotion, and, as soon 
aa the dog was sent out, some nice quince jelly settled 
the difficulty. 

"He is sich a queer child!" murmured she; "so 
bright ! I suppose 't was because he was weaned 00 
pickles." 

Ike ate his preserves m silence, but his eye was on the 
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acorn on the post of the old lady's high-backed chair, 
and he thought what a nice top it would make if he 
could saw it off some day. 



BURNIf[G WATER. 

" Well, this is a discovery ! " exclaimed Mrs. Part- 
ington smilingly, as she stood with a small picture in her 
right hand, her left restmg upon the pine table, and her 
eyes fixed upon the flame of a glass lamp, that sputtered 
for a moment and then shot out a gleam of cheerful 
light that irradiated every part of the little kitchen, 
revealing the portrait of Paul upon the wall and Ike 
asleep by the fire. She spoke to herself— it was a way 
she had — and she met with no contradiction from that 
quarter. " This is a discovery. This lamp was almost 
burnt out, and I 've filled it up with water, and it burns 
like the real ile." Tho experiment was perfectly 
triumphant; the problem of light from water was 
demonstrated; and yet, with this vast fact revealed 
to her, Mrs. Partington, with a modesty ei^ual to that of 
tho great philosopher who picked up a pocket-full of 
rocks on the shore of tho vast ocean of Truth, smiled 
with delight at her discovery, nor once thought of putt ing 
out a patent or selling rights — waa entirely willing aU 
might bum water that could. 
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A STRIKING MANIFESTATION. 

" I can't believe ia Bpcrituous knockings," said lira. 
Partington, solemnly, aa some things were related to her 
which had been seen, that appeared very mystcrioua. 
" I can't believe about it; for I know,if Paul could eomo 
back, he would revuige himself to me here, and 
would n't make mo run a mile only to get a few dry 
knocks. Strange that the world should be so supersti- 
tiona] as to believe sich a rapsody, or think a sperrit can 
go knocking about like a boy in vexation. / can't 
believe it, and I don't know 's I could if that teapot 
there was to jump off the table right afore my eyes ! ' ' She 
paused, and through the gloom of approaching darknesa 
could be seen the determined expression of her mouth. 
A sli"bt movement was hoard upon the table, and the 
little black teapot moved from its position, ci'awled 
slowly up the wall, and then hung passively by the side 
of the profile of the ancient corporal ! The old lady 
could not speak, but held up her hands in wild amaze- 
ment, while her snuff-box fell from her nerveless grasp 
and rolled along upon the sanded floor. She left the 
room to procure a light, and, as soon as she had gone, 
the teapot was lowered by the invisible hand to its 
original station, and Ike stepped out from beneath the 
table, stowing a long string away in his pocket, !«i4 
grinning prodigiously. 
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IKE AND THE ELEPHANT. 

"Well," said Ike, looting the elephant directly in 
ttie eje, at the same time doubling up his huge fist, as 
big as a, half-cent bun, and putting on an air of defiance, 
after the animal had stolen his gingerbread ; " well, you 
got it, did n't you, you old thief, you ! I a'pose you 
think you've done thunderin' great things, don't you' 
For my part, I don't call it no better 'n stealing. 0, 
you may stand there and swing that ridic' long-looking 
trunk o' your'n just as much as you 're a mind to ; you 
can't skeer a fellow, / tell you ! This is a free country, 
old club-feet; and you an't agoing to take any more 
liberties here like that. I can t«l! yoa it won't be safe for 
that Ingee-rubber hide o' youm, if you do ! You take 
my gingerbread away agin, if you dare, that 's all ! You 
just try it, you ongainly reptile, you ! 0, you may look 
saucy, and pretend you don't keer, but you just say two 
words,— just knock that chip off my head, — and if I don't 
give you fits my name an't Ike Partington, that 's all ! 
Just put down that big Ingee-rubber bludgeon, and I '11 
black your eyes for you, you old tough-lcathor ! You 
darsn't say a word, you ill-mannered old hunch ! I 'd 
knock your eye-teeth out, if you did. 0, take it up, if 
you 're a mind to ; you need n't think to bully it over 
me, because you're a little bigger'nl am, I can tell you. 
AVe don't stand no such nonsense as that, round hero. 
If 'twam'tfor that p'lcecman looking here, I'd pitch 
into you like a thousand o' bricks. / would n't get out 
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o' your way as people do when jou como along, and I 
should like to see you just step on my toes — why can't 
you just try it now, will you ? I guess I 'd mako you 
hear thunder with them leather-apron ears o' your'n, 
you hig overgrown yagabond, you ! 'T a'n't no use o' 
talking to you, hut I shall bo here, and, if you don't mind 
your eye, I '11 lick you like blazes aforo I go out." 

Here Isaac uudouhled his hands, and, shaking his head 
threateningly at the huge animal, be went over to get a 
look at the monkeys; while the elephant lazily swung 
his trunk from side to- side, and good-naturedly fanned 
himself with his big ears, as if he had n't minded a word 
the little fellow had said. 



A SUBSTITUTE. 

" I HAVE n't got any money," said Mrs. Partington, 
as the bos came round at the close of a charity lecture ; 
" hut here 's a couple of elegant sausages I have brought 
that you can give the poor creturs ! " The hox-holde^ 
looked confounded — the people smiled. With her view 
of charity, she saw nothing WTong in the act. Bless 
thee, Mrs. Partington ! angels shall record the deed on 
the credit side of thy account, and where hearts aro 
judged shall thy simple gift weigh like gold in the day 
of award. 
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WHOLESOME ADVICE. 

"Isaac," said Mrs. Partington, as that int«res 
juvenile was playing a game of "knuckle up" aga 
the kitchen ■w-all, to the imminent danger of the old 
clock which ticked near by, "this is a marvellous ape, 
as Deacon Babson says, and perhaps there 's no harm in 
'eta, but I 'm afeard no good '11 comeout of it — no goo^ 
at all — for you to keep playing marvels all the time, 
as you do, I am afeai-d you will learn how to gambol, 
and become a bad boy, and forget all the good device I 
have given you. Ah ! it would break rny soul, Isaac, to 
havo you given to naughty tricks, like some wicked boya 
that I know, who will be rakeshames in the airth if they 
don't die before their time comes. So, don't gambol, 
dear, and always play as if you had just as lieves the 
minister would see you as not." She handed him a 
little bag she had made for him to keep his marbles ir, 
and patted his head kindly aa he went again to play. 
Ike was fortified, for the nest five minutes, againtt 
temptation to do evil ; but 

" Chase span, in the ring, 
Knuckle up, or anytliing," 

are potent when arrayed against out-of-fight solicitude, 
and we fear that the boy forgot There is much reason 
in the old lady's fear. 
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A GHOST STOEY. 



In the vicinity of a toivn not many miles ftom Boston 
was a dark glen, by the roadside, reputed to he haunted. 
A traveller had been found here, many years before, 
frozen to death, and his troubled spirit, with a disposi- 
tion to trouble everybody else, was said nigh'Iy to visit 
the scene of his mortal termiuation, to have 1 "melan- 
choly aatis&fltion " all alone by himself, or with ^ut such 
auditors aa he could press iu to participate in th? " ser- 
Ticea of the evening.'" An old fellow, who resided ia 
the town, and was fully imbued with the superstition, 
had been one night to a husking, whiire tho milk-punch 
had circulated with more than common generosity, &\\i 
though " na fou," he had enough on board to make him 
comfortable and happy and 

O'er all the ills of life vicWrious." 

Towards the hour of breaking up, the conversation 
turned upon the ghost, by whose dark hunting-ground 
our friend had to pass, over a road raised up amid an 
alder swamp, whose sad gloom could hardly be dispelled 
by a noon-day sun, and where nothing but a ghost of the 
most simple sort would wish to abide. 

" Wi' tipprainj we fear nae evi!, 
Wi' usquebae we '11 fiuie tlic devil," 

Boms said ; and milk-punch we suppose to be about the 
same in ita courage-inspiring properties. Our hero 



o.led by Google 



L (SnoST STORY. 



snapped his fingers at danger from gliosta and unholy 
angela, and cared for neither a "bodlo." It was a mile- 
walk, good, to the spiritual precinct, and, thinking on 
hia way that it would be the part of prudence to prepare 
for emergency, before he came to the dark gulf he ivaa 
to pass, he gathered a small artillery from a stone wall, 
determined, if assaulted, to do battle manfully, for the 
credit of the punch. 

He had crossed a little brook that murmured beneath 
the rude bridge above it, and had fiiirly got through 
the dangerous part, as he considered it, of his journey, 
and muttered to hirosolf, in rather a tone of disappoint- 
ment, "I guess he must be sick; fog isn't good for 
him," when, lo ! almost directly in the path before him 
was an object that made him come to a stand at once. 
It was all ghoatly white, and he had barely time to look 
at it, when a hideous groan came towards him on the 
night air, which the milk-punch could hardly counteract 
in its effect on his nervous system. Rallying, however, 
ho selected a missile and let fly at his ghostly obstructor ; 
another groan, like the hat bell w of exp r g atu e 
answered this assault He bailed another huj,e stone 
and, gathering courage fro the exc t ment 1 e blaz 1 
away in a manner that would astonibh e tl er human or 
superhuman antagonists, but w thout any a] j i nt eff t 
upon thr, adversary, who "tood h s ulna fullj 
or, pe-';iaps we should siy ^lotfully As tie 1 t 
stone of his ammunition was eYjend d owe er w th a 
cry that echoed fearfully th o gh the al le s the ^I t 
rushed towards him, and a o ent shock lib e 
less upon the ground, a vanq i shed man He aa fou ] 
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the next morning pensively sitting bj the road-side, 
contemplating the scene of Ms night's exploit, with hia 
head in hia hand. 

He told his story, and pointed to the scattered missiles 
for proof of what ho had done ; and he was believed, for 
"to give up tho ghost" was out of the question. But, 
on going home, a small white two-year-old bull was seen 
grazing by the road-side, and suspicion for a moment 
crossed their minds that this might have been tho ghost, 
[ifi«r all, seen through the medium of the punch ; but this 
would have been voted rank heresy against the ancient 
institution of ghosts, and they held their peace. 



A DANGEROUS POSITION. 

" Don't lay in that postur, dear," said Mrs. Parting- 
ton to Ike, who was stretched upon a settle, with his heela 
a foot or two higher than his head. "Don't lay so; raise 
yourself up, and put this pillow under you. I knew a 
young man once who had a suggestion of the brain in 
consequence of laying so — his brains all run down into 
his head ! " and with this admonition she left him, to 
practise, soon after, the hazardous experiment of. tying 
his legs in a bow knot round his neck, as he had seen 
Profes-sor Baldwin do. 
8* 
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A LESSON ON SYMPATHY. 

" What a to-do they are making about this Cosset ! " 
said Mrs. Partington, smilingly. The news had reached 
her ear of the triumphs ^i Kossuth, and the name had 
assumed a form, and that form recalled a train of pe- 
culiar and charaeterlstio associations, and she went on 
like an eight-day cloak : "A cosset is a pretty tiling in 
a family where there 's children, and they axe dear 
critters for girls that hasn't got sweethearts to invent 
their young affectations on ; but what 'a the use of making 
Bich a fuss about it? " 

"But this is 'K.os-sulh, aunt, the great Hungarian," 
said Ike, tremendously, who was well posted up in pass- 
ing matters; "who has come over here to ask our sym- 
pathy, and enlist us in behalf of his country." 

"Well," said she, as the new light dawned upon 
her, " they may have our sympathy in welcome, 'cause 
it don't cost anything ; but we must n't 'list and give 
'em money, — that would be agin our constitutions ! " 

And the prudent dame drummed thoughtfully on her 
enuff-box cover, with her eyes fixed upon the vane of 
the Old South, while Ike amused himself by scratching 
"ic^sSjiTjj," with a fork, on the end of the new 
japanned waiter. 
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EO"\V IKE DROPPED THE CAT. 

i Q-W, Isaac," said Mrs. Part- 
; ington, aa she came into tlie 
^room with a basket snugly 
covered over, "take our 
Tabby, and drop her some- 
where, and see that she don't 
[ come hack again, for I am 
jick and tired of driving her 
Ijoat of the butter. She is tho 
thievmest creatur ! But don't 
hurt her, Isaac; only take care 
that she don t come back." 
Ike smiled as he received his charge, and the old lady 
felt happy in getting rid of her trouble without resorting 
to violence. She would rather have endured the evil of 
the cat, gi-eat as that evil was, than tliat the poor t^uad- 
ruped should be inhumanly dealt with. She saw Ike 
depart, in the dusk of the evening, and watched him 
until he became lost to view in the shadow of a tree. It 
was a full half hour before he returned with his empty 
basket, and an unusual glee marked his appearance, — it 
eoarkled in his eye, it glowed in his cheek, it sported in 
his hair, —and Ike looked really handsome, an he stood 
before the dame, and proclaimed the success of his 
mission. 

"Did she drop easy, Isaac^" asked the old lady 
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looking upon him kindly, "and won't slie come 
back?" 

" She dropt just as easy !' ' said Ike, letting hia baeket 
fall on the floor, and shying his cap upon the table, some- 
what endangering a glass lamp with a wooden bottom 
that stood thereon; "she dropt just as easy! and she 
won't como back — you may bet high on that." 

"But you didn't beat and mangle her, Isaac, did 
you 7 If you did I should be afraid she would come back 
and haunt U3 — I have heard of such tilings;" and she 
looked anxiously in his face ; but, detecting there no trace 
of guilt, she patted him on the head, and parted his hair, 
and told him to sit down and eat his supper, which the 
young gentleman did with considerable unction. 

"Isaac! Isaac!" screamed Mrs. Partmgton, at the 
foot of the little stairway tliat led to the attic where the 
boy slept, the next morning after the above occurrence. 
"Isaac !"^ — -and he came down stairs slowly, rubbing 
his eyes as he came. She had disturbed his morning 
nap. 

" Isaac," said sho, " what is tliat hanging yender to a 
limb of our apple-tree?" One scattering tree, as she 
saidj constituted her whole orchard, unless sho counted 
the poplar by the comer. 

"I can't see so fur ofi"," said Ike, still rubbing hia 
eyes. 

" Well, / should think it was a cat ; and it looks to 
me like our Tabby. .0, Isaac ! if you have done thb ! " 
and a tone akin to horror trembled in her voice, 

"I'll go and see if it's her," said Ike, as ifnot hear- 
ing the last part of her remark; and he dashed out of 
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the door, but soon came bact, with wonder depicted on 
every feature of his expressive countenance. " 0, it 'a 
her ! sure enoughj it 's her ! " cried he, " but I did drop 

"Well, how could she come the:^o then'!" and the 
gftod old lady looked puzzled. 

" I '11 tell you how I guess it was," said Ike, looting 
demurely up. "I guess that she committed suicide, 
because we was going to drop her ; they arc dreadful 
knowing critters, you know." 

" True enough," replied the old lady, while something 
Uko a tear glistened in her eye — her pity was excited ; 
" true enough, Isaac, and I dare say she thought hard of 
us for doing it ; but she had n't ought to if she 'd have 
considered a minute." 

Ike said no more, but went out and cut down the sup- 
posed suicide, with a serious manner, and buried her 
beneath her gallows, deep down among the roots of the 
old tree, and she never came hack. 

The old lady told the story to the minister, and Ike 
vouched for it, but the good man shook his head incredu- 
lously at the idea of the suicide, and looked at the boy, 
He very evidently understood how the cat was drnpped. 
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STOPPING A'BUS. 



Mrs, Partington had i\-atclicd three quartera of ao 
hour for an omnibus, and she swung her uriibrella as one 
drove up, and the driver stopped his horses near where 
she stood. 

"Kow, Isaac,", says she, feeling in her reticule 
for a copper, away down under the handkerchief, and 
snuff-box, and knitting-work, and thread-case, and 
needle-hook, "be a good boy, dear, while I am gone, 
and don't cause a constellation among the neighbors, aa 
some boys do, and there 's a cent for you ; and be sure 
you don't lay it out extravagantly, now ; and be keerful 
you don't break the windows ; and if anybody rings at 
the door, be sure and see who it is before you open it, 
because there is so many dishonest rogues about ; if any 
porpoises come a begging give 'em what was left of the 
dinner. Heaven bless 'em, and much »ood may it do 

'em ! and why, bless me ! if the omnibus has n't 

gone off, and left me standing here in the middle of the 
street. Such impudence is without a parable." 

Her spectacles gleamed indignantly down the street, 
after the disappearing 'bus, and, for a moment, ancer had 
the mastery ; but equanimity, like twilight, came over her 
mind, and she ^vaited for the next 'bus, with calmness on 
her &fie, and her green cotton umbrella under her arm. 
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AFTEU A WEDDING. 

"I LIKE to tend weddings," said Mrs. Partington, aa 
sbo camo back from a. neigliboring church, wbcre one had 
been celebrated, and hung up ber sbawl, and replaced 
the black bonnet in the long-preserved bandbox. " I 
like to see young people como together with the promise 
to love, cherish, and nourish each other. But it is a 
solemn thing, is matrimony, — a very solemn thing, — 
where the pasture comes into the chancery, with his sur- 
plus on, and goes through with the cerement of mating 
'em man and wife. It ought to be husband and wife ; 
for it a'n't every husband that turns out a man. I 
declare I shall never forget how I felt when I had the 
nuptual ring put on to my finger, when Paal said, 
'With my gooda I thee endow.' He used to keep a dry- 
goods store then, and I thought he was going to give 
me all there was in it. I was young and simple, and 
didn't know till arterwards that it only meant ono 
calico gound in a year. It is a lovely sight to see tlio 
young people plighting their trough, and coming up to 
consume their vows." 

She bustled about and got tea ready, but abstract- 
edly she put on the broken teapot, that had lain away 
unused since Paul was alive, and the teacups, mended 
with putty, and dark with age, as if the idea had conjured 
the ghost of past enjoyment to dwell for the moment in 
the home of present widowhood. 
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A young lady, who expected to be married on Thanfe- 
giving night, wept copiously at her rcmsLrks, but kept 
on hemming the veil that was to adorn her brideship, 
and Ike sat pulling bristles out of the hearth-brush in 
expressive silence. 



MRS. PARTINGTON IN THE MAUKET. 

" I wosDES what they moan by a better feeling in the 
market 1 " said Mrs. Partington, looking up from tho 
newspaper which she was reading, and the problem 
deeply agitated her mmd, revealed in the vibration of 
her cap-border. Her address was directed to nobody in 
particular. It was a little private wonder, got up for 
her own amusement The market, and the deaths and 
marriages, were Mrs. P.'s favorite study in the Weekly 
Chronicle, hut some of the mercantile phraaea were at 
times imperfectly understood. "I wonder what they 
mean ^ I 'm shore / don't feel any better there, and 
I don't believe anybody does but the butchers, and 
that 's when they axe pocketing the money, — things is 
BO dear! But," continued she, brightening up, "I 
should like to see the trade embracing ten hogsheads of 
tobacco, that I see here printed about. That roust have 
been a real tctching sight," .^ Sho thought of Paul, and 
the association brought out tHe cotton handkerchief with 
the Constitution and Guerriere upon it, and sho discon- 
tinued. 
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PAHTiNGTo?} riaiosoriiY. 

DefoPlE the railroad company bougkt and tore down 
the Partington mansion, and uprooted and overturned tfic 

old family shrines without regard to their saercdness, 

the Vaadala ! — turning the good old heart that worshi]>- 
ped there out upon the world to seek' new ties amid uon- 
BCenes, it waa Jfra. Partington's delight to gather friends 
about hor at Thanksgiving time, and tho time-honored 
season passed very happily. Amid the festivities Lci 
benignity lyould beam with such a radiance, tliat the red 
seed peppei-s upon the wall looked ruddier in its gonial 
glow, and the bright tin pans upon the siiclf seemed 
brimful of sunshine, and smiled out upon all wlio looked 
at tliom. 

There were fine times at the Partington mansion at 
Thanksgiving, you may depend. She did n't keep Christ- 
maa,— Blie was puritanical in her religious notions, and 
-tended the Old North meeting-house for a thiixl of a 
century, and took pride in saying that she had never been 
to church; a nice distinction which we leave tlio old 
folks to make,— Christmas was a church holiday, un- 
sanctioned by a governor's proclamation, and she would 
none of it; she scented in it thg garment of the disrep- 
utable Babylonish female, n«Koned in the Apocalypse, 
and avoided it. But it is Thanksgiving that we luv 

speaking about now Well, well, what Las all this to 

do with patience 1 Have patience, darling, and wo '11 

tell you an instance of patient resignation under dis:ip- 
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pointment, not surpassed since Newton's dog Diamond 
committed an incendiary act, and his master gravely in- 
formed the quadruped that he was not probahly aware of 
the extent of the damage he had committed ; which was 
douhtless the fact. 

It was the custom with Mrs. P. to shut up a, turkey 
previous to Thanksgiving, in order that he might be nice 
and fat for the generous season. One year the gohTjler 
had thus heen penned, like a sonnet, with reference to 
Thanksgiving, and anticipations wero indulged of the 
'■ good time coming;" but, alas ! the brightest hopes must 
fade. The turkey, when looked for, was not to be found. 
It had been stolen away ! Upon discovering her great 
loss, Mrs. P. was for a moment overcome with surprise 
— disconcerted; but the sun of her benevolence soon 
broke the clouds away, and spread over her features like 
new butter upon hot biscuit, and with a smile, warm with 
the feeling of her heart, she said — " / hope they will 
find it tender ! — I guess we can be thankful on pork 
ajid cabbage .' " 

" Say, je severest, what would ye have done " 

under such circumstances 7 Tou would, perhaps, hav« 
raved, and stamped, and swore, and made yourself gen- 
erally ridiculous, besides perilling your soul in the excess 
of your anger. But Mrs. P. did n't, and there is where 
you and shB differ. Sh^^topd calmly and tranquilly — ■ 
a livmg lesson of philosojflKcal patience under extreme 
difficulty. Wo cite this example that the world may 
profit by it. 
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FILIAL DUTY r.. WASIimG-POAVDER. 

" Children of the present day," sighed the Rev. 
Adoniram Spaid, as he was visitmg Mrs, Partingtou 
during the spring annivei-saries — "children of the 
present day, ma'am, sadly ruffle the bosoms of thcii 
parents." 

He crossed his legs as he spoke, and tied his hand- 
kerchief in a hard knot over his knee, at the same 
time looking at Ike through the back window, as that 
young gentleman was performing a slack-rope exercise 
upon the clothes-lino, endangering the caps and hand- 
kerchiefs that swung like banners in the breeze. Mrs. 
Partington suspended washing, and looked round at hex 
visitor, at the same time wiping her hands to take a 
pinch of snufF. 

"Yes, sir," she said, "Ithink so; but it isn't sc 
bad, either, as it used to be before the soap-powder was 
found out." 

Mr. Spaid quietly protested that he could not see the 
relevancy of the remark. 

" Why," continued she, inhaling the rappee, and hand- 
ing the box to the minister^'* then it was a great lahoi 
to wash and do 'em up ; but now the washing-powder 
makes it so easy, that the children can rumple bosoms 
or anything else with perfect impurity. We don't males 
nothing of it. . I consider washing-powder" — ^ holding 
up apair of Ike's galligaskinsthat had just gone thivu^b 
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a course of purification — " aa a great blessing to moth- 
ers." 

The minister smUed, and thouglit what a curious 
proposition it would be, in the " Society for the Mitiga- 
tion of Everything," to reuommend washing-powilcr as 
an auxiliary to other operative blessings, and thanked 
Mrs. Partington for the hint. 



A SERIOUS QUESTION. 

Old Roger came down stairs, one Sunday morning, 
with 3. laco unusually animated, and stood, with his 
hands behmd his hack, playmg nervously with the tails 
of his coat. Tho breakfast was waitmg for him, the fish- 
balls were getting cold, the coffee was evaporating ; hut 
he did n't seem to care. He leaned over the hack of tho 
landlady's chair, and asked her, in a whisper, if she 
could tell him why a dyspeptic was out of immediate 
danger when his disease was most distressing. She 
looked earnestly at the top of the teapot a few moments, 
and then said that for the life of her she could n't tell. 
A curiosity was evinced by the boarders, and they asked 
what it was. They all gave it up, too. "Why," said 
he, looking very red, "it is because he can't di-gest 
then." Drawing his chip within his stock, the old fel- 
low laughed lustily, and in his paroxysm threw his anna 
around the landlady's neck for support ; but she threw 
them off very indignantly, for the boarders were all look- 
ing at her. He then sat down to breakfiist with a good 
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RATHER, A RASCAL. 

"Mrs. Paetinoton, your neighbor, Mr. Gruff, is 
rather irascible, I ttink," said the new minister on hia 
first visit to the old lady, as he heard Gruff scolding Ece 
for throwing snow-balls at his new martin-house. Gruff 
kept a grocery over the way, and was in a constant 
quarrel with every boy in the neighborhood. Mrs. Pajt- 
ington looked at the minister tluxiugh her spectacles 
inquiringly before she answered. 

" Rather a rascal ! " said sho, slightly misapprehend- 
ing his question, and patting her box affectionately ; " yes, 
indeed, I think he is, a great rascal ! lie sold me burnt 
peas for the best coffee, once, and it wasn't weight, 
nuther. When they built our new church, somebody 
said there was a nave in it, and I know'd in a minute 
who they meant. Why " ■ — — 

"I mean," interrupted the minister, blandly, laying 
his white hand gently on his arm, " I mean that he is 
quick-tempered." 

"0, that's quite another thing — yes, he is very," 
and she changed the subject. But that word ''irascible" 
ran in her head for an hour after he was gone, and 
when Ike came in she told him to take down the old 
Johnson's Decency and find the defamation of it. 
9* 
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THE SENSITIVE MAW SEES A 
BLOOMER. 

The Sensitive Man came in, one day, just after dinner, 
threw liimself into a cliair, and fainted. After a mug 
or two of Cociiituato water liad been dashed in his inter- 
esting face, he came to a little, gazed wildly upon the 
circle that surrounded him, and said, in a sort of unearthly 
whisper, " Whero is she?" Nohody knew what he 
meant. The fog, a moment later, rolled from his soul, 
and he was enabled to explain, with the aid of some slight 
stimulant. 

A crowd in the street had ohstruotei his path, aa 
ho walked pensively along with his eyes cast down. 
Looking up, a vision of beauty burst upon his ravished 
sifht, and he steod entranced as he gazed upon it ; and 
when it passed away with the crowd, he climbed upon an 
omnibus and watched that object, through his tunneled 
hand, until it became indistinct and lost in the distance. 
That object was a Bloomer ! He had long ardently 
wished for this oppertunity. In visions of the night had 
angels in short dresses and trousers thrust themselves 
among his sleeping fancies, to the bewilderment of his 
waking thoughts. It had become the great idea of his 
mind, and all his other thoughts bowed to tliis, as did 
the sheaves of the Israclitish brethren to tlie sheaf of 
Joseph of old. He had at last seen a Bloomer. The 
climax of his earthly desire was attained. The driver of 
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the 'bus, callous to the emotion of hia bosom, ^ked Litn 
"wbat'n thunder he was a-looking at, up there?" 
The Sensitive Man made hut one step to the ground, so 
buoyant was he, and he bounded like cork. He could 
have leaped over the State-House. Little hoys and 
sedate passengers stepped hack dismayed, and a gentle- 
man in a black coat and white neckcloth looked around 
anxiously after a policeman. What were policemen to 
the Sensitive Man? Those terrific functionaries ivera 
nothing ! Even the cold reality of a watch-house floor 
would he soft as down, could he carry with him tho 
consciousness that he had seen a Bloomer, He looked 
to see if her passing figure had not left its impression, in 
aerial portraiture, upon the impalpable atmosphere. IIo 
looked upon the pave to detect the print of her charming 
foot upon the insensate bricks. But she had fled, like 
BOme bright exhalation of the morning, and he turned 
bafik sorrowing. A coach came nigh running over him. 
The tension of his' spirit relaxed, — enduring only to 
bring him within the precinct of his vocation, when his 
too sensitive nature gave out, and the result was aa 
explained above. 

And hourly, since, has he longingly gazed from the 
window, in ardent hope of seeing again the heauteoua 
vision which had enthralled him, and disappointment, 
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POWER OF ATTORNEY. 

When the widow Amca bad beea notified that her 
share of the Panl Jones prize-money would he paid her 
upon presenting herself at the Dummer Bank, she de- 
bated in her own mind, — though the debate never was 
reported, — whether she should go herself or give a 
power of attorney to some one else to receive the eleven 
dollars and sixty-two cents that was her share. In this 
strait she called on Mrs. Partington, who she knew 
had authorized a person to settle the Bcanville e3ta,te for 
her when the Beanville Itailroad had driven her from 
the homestead. 

"Go yourself, dear," said the old lady, bringing the 
poker down emphatically upon the bail of the tea-kettle, 
as she was clearing out the ashes from the stove ; 
"don't trust to nobody hut yourself, for,"— raising 
the poker, — " if you give anybody power of eternity, 
depend upon it you won't never see the final conclusion 
of jfc." 

The poker fell again upon the harmless tea-kettle, 
■which seemed to sing out with reproach for the outrage, 
and Ike, who was looking slyly into the back window, 
wondered if Mrs. Ames was n't sitting on a favorite piece 
of spruce gum of bis, and whether it would n't stick her 
to the chair so that she could n't get up. It showed 
that the boy had a reflective turn of mind. 
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THE NEW DRESS FOR LADIES. 

"A NEW custom for ladies!" said Mrs. Partington, 
wbeE a friend spoke to her about the proposed innovation 
in dress. The sound of " costume " came to her ear in- 
distinctly, and she slightly misapprehended the word. 
"A new custom for ladies ! I should think they had 
better reform many of their old customs before they try 
to get new ones. We 're none of us bettor than we ought 
to be, and"- — - 

"Costume, ma'am, I said," cried her informant, in- 
terrupting her; "they are thinking of changing their 
dress." 

"Well, for my part I doa't see what tlicy want to 
make a public thing of it for; changing the dress used 
to be a private matter; but folks do so alter ! They are 
always a changing dresses now, like the caterpillar in 
the morning that turns into a butterfly at night, or the 
butterfly at night that turns to a caterpillar in the morn- 
ing, I don't know which" — 

"But," again interrupted her informant, " I mean 
they are a going to have a new dress." 
. "0, they are, are they V replied the old lady; "well, 
I 'm sure I'm gkd on it, if they ean afford it ; but they 
don't always think enough of this. A good many can't 
afford it — they can't ! Eut did you hear of the new 
appcril for wimmin that somebody is talking about '* " 
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"Why, mydear Mrs. P.," said he, smiling, "that is 
just what I was trying to get your opinion about." 

" Then," retui-ned she, "why did n't you say so in the 
first place 1 Well, I don't know wiiy a woman can't be 
as vcrtuous in a short dress as in a long one ; and it will 
gave some trouble in wet weather to people who have to 
lift their dresses and show their ankles. It may do for 
young critters, as sportive as lambs in a pasture ; but 
only think how I should look in short coats and trousers, 
should n't 1 1 And old Mrs. Joucs, who weighs three 
hundred pounds, wouldn't look well in 'em neither. 
But I say let 'em do just what they please as long as 
they don't touch my dress. I like tlie old way best, and 
that 's the long and the short of it." 

She here cast a glance at the profile on the wall, as 
if for its approval of her resolution; and an idea for a 
moment seemed to cross her mind that he, the ancient 
corporal, would not know her, were he to visit sublunar 
scenes and find her arrayed in the new dress ; and her 
compressed lips showed the determination of her heart to 
abide by the old costume, and she solemnly and slowly 
took an energetic pinch of snuff, as if to confirm it 



o.led by Google 



PSICnOLOGY. 



PSYCHOLOGY. 



Sensitive people talk about feeling, in the presence 
or atHMBphere of a man, the peculiar disposition thai 
governs him, — ii'Iiether a gentle or a stem one, 
whether a hypocritical or a knavish one. "Wo have 
realized, in some degree, ivhat the feeling must he, aa 
Tve have, at times, elbowed our way among the gentle- 
men ivho throng about State or Wall street. Tha 
atmosphere was so hard that ive shrank at once into our 
empty pocket, --a thing which finds no sympathy in 
those diggings, — and escaped as fast as possible. We 
could read every disposition that we rubbed against, like 
a book, or as well as the most subtle magician could do 
The dollar was the idea that every brain was work- 
ing and struggling to coin itself into ; the dollar gleamed 
in every eager glance of the eye, and was heard in every 
word; the dollar was the sun that shone and the air 
that blew ; and though celestial choirs had been at hand, 
chanting the music of the spheres, unless it had the right 
chink to it, it would not have been regarded. Let 
sensitive ones who have no money go down upon 'change 
and try the experiment. It will not make them any 
poorer, though most certomly they will not be any richer 
by it. 
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MATTER OF FACT. 



" Shakspeaee 's well enough," said Mr. Slow, " but 
lie don't come up to my idee of po'try. There is too 
much of your hifalutin humbug about him. What he 
Bays don't seem to 'mount to nothing. As for Falstaff, 
ho 's a miser'ble and disreputable old fellow, and Hamlick 's 
as mad aa a bed-bug. Why did n't he knock hia old 
father-in-law over, and done with it, and not make sich a 
hillibolu about it? Shakapeare isn't what he is cracked 
up to be, and if he doesn't improve, I wouldn't give two 
per cent, for his chance of immortality, "Who b'levea 
this 'ere, for instance 1 



That 'a all gammon. Poets' sinews, indeed ! 
'twas n't nothin' but catgut; and as for its i 
steel and stones, and tammg tigers, and making levithians 
dance on the sand, that 'ere 's all bosh, and too ridic'lous 
for any man to b'leve." 

Mr. Slow looked fearfully oracular as he said this, and 
the subject ti 
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THE CAT AND KITTENS. 

Befokb Ike dropped the cat, it was a matter of much 
annoyance to Mrs. Partington, upon coming down stairs 
one morning, to find a litter of kittens in her Indian 
work-basket, beside her black Sunday bonnet, and upon 
the black gloves and handkerchief, long consecrate to 
grief. Iko had left the basket uncovered, during a 
search for some thread to make a snare to catch a pigeon 
■with. Her temper was stirred by the circumstance, as 
what good, tidy housekeeper's would not have been by 
auch an occurrence? 

"I'lldrownd 'em," said she, " every one of 'em ! 0, 
you wicked creatur !" continued she, raising her finger, 
and shaking it at the cat ; " 0, you wicked creatur, to 
serve me such a trick .' " 

But the pat, happy in the joys of maternity, purred 
gladly among her oflspring, and looked upon the old lady, 
through her half-closed eyes, as if she did n't really see 
any cause for such a fuss. 

"Isaac," said the damo, "take tho big tub, and 
drownd them kittens." 

There was determination in her eye, and authority in 
her tone, and Iko clapped his hands as he hastened to 
obey her. 

"Stop, Isaac, a minute," she cried, "and I'll take 
the chill off the wat^r ; it would be cruel to put 'em into 
it stone-cold." 

10 
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She took the steaming kettle from the stove, and 
emptied it into the tub, and then left the rest to Ike. 
But she reproached herself for her inhumanity long 
afterwards, and could not bear to look the childless cat 
in the fece, and many a dainty bit did tliat injured 
animal receive from her mistress. Mrs. Pavtington 
perhaps did wrong, as who has n't at some period of lifef 
Perfection belongeth not to man or woman, and we would 
throw this good pen of ours into the street, and never 
take another in our fingers, could we protend that Mrs. 
Partington was an exception to this universal rule. 



A POINT SETTLED. 

De. Digg — for whose researches the world can 
never be grateful enough — has been studying out the 
genealogy of the great family of Co., which occupies 
Buch a dbtinguished mercantile position. This family is 
scattered the world over, and almost every sign in every 
city bears the name of one of them as partner. He 
traces their geneategy back to Jericho, of Palestine 
(modem Jeremiah Co., or, for shortness, Jerry Co.), 
whom we iind frequently mentioned in ancient books. 
The doctor expresses the belief that the exclusive busi- 
ness habits of the family may be attributed to their 
Jewish extraction. 
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MORAL TRAIPflNG. 



w 




J DEAL training," said Mrs. 
Partington is the best 
arter all She had heard 
in the onmibua 

/I jp p ,■■ ^Kifc "speaLing of moril traming 
^r .^^UHBL^md her heneiolen e ga\e 
J|it mto the charge of mem 

* ^ JIHKi ^^'^^ ^^^^^ ^^^ ^'' ^^^^ 

r*' Sl^n J jJl^and memoiy re^olvid it 
feand pondered it and re 
^viewed it in I fancy con 
it to mean some 
thmg about the military training that woa to com oft tho 
next day. 

"I hopo it will be i moral tnimi^ I m shcie 
said she; "for I see the Govnor is to be there iu 
his new suit, and I hopo they '11 mate their revolutiona 
well before him. I do admire the milliutery, where the 
sogers in their fancy unicorns look jest like a patchwork 
quilt. They was n't moral trainings in old times, when 
men put ' enemies into their heads to steal away theii 
late,' as Mr. Smooth, the schoolmaster, used to say 
Your Uncle Paul had a good deal of miliintcry speri'it 
sometimes, Isaac." 

Ike had remained very quiet while she was speakinr' 

"What upon airth are yon doing there, Isaac 7' 
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The young gentleman readily told her he was painting 
a horse, at the samo time displaying an animal, nomin- 
ally of that description, done beautifully in blue, -which 
be appeared to look on with much satisfaction. 

" But what are you paintmg it with? As true as I 'm 
alive you've got your Uncle Paul's tompion that he 
used to wear in his cap so long ago, and you 're usmg 
up all my bluing !" 

That pompon, saved for so many years, to be used for 
such a purpose ! Ah, Re, Ike ! we fear the old lady 
will have sad times with thee yet. AVhy didst thou, 
yester even, secrete the large hall of yarn for thine own 
purposes, which to-morrow she will seek for in vain'? 
Say, why 'I 



A LITTLE TRUTH. 

"There's something for us all to do," is the heading 
of a poem in the papers — a subject which seems to have 
more of truth than poetry in it. There are exceptions, 
however, to the rule; for a very seedy gentleman with a 
very red nose told us, one day, that he could n't get a 
thing to do. The man appeared strong, and so did his 
breath. But there are many worthy people who cannot 
iind their proportion of the "something for all to do," 
and suppose some philanthropist is doing it for them 
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HAIR-DRESSING. 



"What a queer place this Boston ia !" said Mrs. 
Partington, when ahe fir3t came here frOm the country. 
" I was walking along tho street just now, and saw on a 
sign ' Ilair-Dressing.' ' Sometbing like guano, I guess, 
for tho hair,' said I to myself. ' I declare, I 'm a good 
mind to look at some.' So I went in and asked a dear, 
pretty young man, smelling as sweet as catnip, to let me 
look at some of his hair manure, — I wanted to he aa 
polite as possible. Gracious ! how ho stared at me, just 
as if I 'd a, been a Hottenpot, or a wild Arad. ' I mean 
your htLJi'drcssinff,' said I. 

" ' 0, ah, yes ! ' said he ; 'set down here in the big 
chair, mom, — scratch, perhaps, mem ! ' 

"'Scratch,' said I, completely dumbfounded; 'you 
saucy fellow ! I can do all my own scratching, and some 
of yourn, too, if you say that agin, — scratch, indeed ! ' 
— and I went right down tho stairs." 

She never before had hinted that she stood in need of 
any hair tonic, though everybody knew that she had worn 
a wig for twenty years. 



Me3. PARTiKfiTOS says that it makes no difference to 
her if flour is dear or cheap, she always has to pay the 
same price for half a dollar's worth. 
10* 
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OMNIBUS-RIDING. 

'T 13 a, rainy morning, and, health considered, we 
think we '11 ride'. Tlie 'bus heaves in sight, and we look 
anxiously through the dusty windows, to see a dense 
packing of humanity, in one long lano that has no turn- 
ing, occupying the inside. The driver pulls up as we 
wave our cane, — he has been watching ua for some 
distance, calculating on thcehanceaof asummons,— and, 
peering down from his perch, through the ticket-hole, 
ascertains that there is room for one tnore. There 
always is. We take heart at the announcement, and 
mount the steps, while the door swings opeu to admit us. 
"Calculated to hold twelve persona" beams upon us 
from the front of the vehicle, whether nature in framing 
the "persons" bore the 'bus-mater's limit in mind or 
not. It mttst hold twelve, irrespective of size. There 
are but eleven inside, and we make the twelfth, but 
where to sit? Six lean " persons " occupy one side, and 
five fat ones the other. Of course our place is with the 
five, and they seem conscious of it, — they have read the 
arbitrary inscription, — and crowd one another, and 
squat their sides to the smallest squeezable limit to 
admit us, and, just as the 'bus starts, we fall plump 
between a very fiery-looking old gentleman, and a lady 
of unromantic years, and biliously wicked-looking withal. 
Something cracks in the old gentleman's pocket, and a 
growl greets us from him, while, with half of our " per- 



o.led by Google 



OMNIBCS-RIDINO. 115 

' resting upon the lady's carpet-bag, ive are made 
: of a sharp elbow, and the ejaculation " 0, 
Lord ! " uttered in a tone between a prayer and a re- 
proach. Of course we've a right there, for, isn't the 
coach bound to hold twelve, and won't we give " one pull 
for the right " before we '11 give it up"* That 'a a beau 
tiful face opposite - — a ghmpso convuu-cs us of th s — 
but we cannot stiro it her good manneia foil id it 
There is i gla s beneath the druci s seat and here the 
pretty f ICO m dupbcate appears and^c gazo ujon it 
unnoted 

We are now lemindcd of tho rrcence sf the colle tor 
of the ti kota wl o touche'i oui shouller anl kols 
significantly WJthoit sajing -mj thing He was nevei 
known to fij anything I ut twice m his 1 fe it is said — 
once to infoim a man in the bus 'hat it T\as cold and 
again, m a confidential whiapei to hmt that it woa 
unpleasant We atiugglc to roach the pocket which 
contains our ticket but the moss that hems us in won t 
move, and m a spasmodic effort ti entrap the caid 
three buttons are sacrifice 3 anl a bonnet listuibel in its 
position We laugh at some \ leasant alius on of our 
own about clumsiness ; but the laugh appears only upon one 
side, and we relapse into silence, and look in tho glass 
beneath tho driver's seat. Thank Heaven ! the big man 
here pulls the string, and sturdily tramples over quies- 
cent toes in his egress. Then the lady with tho carpet- 
bag pulls vehemently, in a vain effort to jerk the driver 
through, and she gets out. Then another, and another, 
until all are gone but us, — the pretty girl last, — and 
we are captain of tho ship, all the difficulties of our 
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outset merged in the triumphant consciouaneaa that we 
have }-oom. What do wo care now about how many the 
'hu3 will hold? We snap our fingera at the insulting 
rule that would curtail humanity, and gaze upon the 
other inscription, that enjoins tho pull for the right; 
then pull the string maguificentiy, the coach stops, and 
We descend among the pedestrians, not a whit inflated by 
our momentary exaltation. 



AURIFEROUS MEDITATIONS. 

"Golden airs of Califomy," said Mrs. Partington, 
aa she read in the Post an advertisement of Bomo new 
music; "such airs, I should think, would be very re- 
plenishing, and I wish a draft of 'em would blow this 
way. What a country that Colifarny is ! " murmurciJ 
she, in a half reverie, in which golden wsions, like tho 
Bunsliine reflections on the kitchen wall, from her teacup, 
were dancing through her brain. ' ' What a queer thing ! 
where gold is so plenty they pick it up in quarts on 
American Forks, — Coanetticut ones, I dare say ; hut 
spoons, I should think, would be a good deal hetter." 
Of course it would. Strange that the miners didn't 
think of this in the first place. Many a valuable sug- 
gestion of hers has benefited the world; though tho 
world was not awaro of its indebtedness until she said, 
" I always thought bo ;" and this coming late, she nevet 
got the erodit for it. 
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IKE AND THE ORANGES. 

"I can't conceive," said Mrs. Partington, standing 
up on tiptoe, and pushing aside the antique wash-bowl 
that stood on the front shelf in the old cupboard in the 
corner, aud rattling the papers of seeds, and the teacups, 
and the plates, and looking into the dark comers, and 
feeling in, also, to be certain. When she said she 
" could n't conceive," it was but part of the sentence that 
she wished to speak ; the earnestness of her search had 
suspended the remainder of it. 

" I can't conceive where those oranges are," said she, 
" that the joung ladies sent me — Heaven hiess 'cm ! — 
they wore so good to lucubrate the throat with when it 'a 
dry and hot with the information that comes with a cough. 
It is strange where they have gone. If I believed in 
Buperhumorous things I should say the spirits had got 
'cm; but they wouldn't take mine when they could go 
80 easy where they grow and get ag many as they 
want." 

She stopped her search amid tho dust, and regaled 
her n<ffie with dust of a more fragrant character. 

" What are you doing, Isaac V said she, as she saw 
him forming a star out of an orange upon the closet 
door, and using up her pump tacks. The boy pointed 
to his handiwork, and the delight she felt for hiy geniui 
blinded her eyes to the possibility of how he might havo 
come by the oranges. 
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PATRIOTISM. 



A Yaskge gentleman, convoying a British inend 
ai-ound to view the different objects of attraction in the 
vicinity of Boston, brought him to Banker Hill. They 
stood looking at tho splendid shaft, when the Yankee 
said, 

" That is the place where Warren fell." 

" Ah ! " replied the Englishman, evidently not posted 
np ia local historical matters; "did it hurt him 
much'!" 

The native looked at him, with tho expression of four- 
teen Fourth of Julys in his countenance. " Hart him ! " 
said he, "he was killed, sir." 

" Ah ! he was, eh 1 " said the stranger, still eying the 
monument, and computing its height, in bis own mind, 
layer by layer; "well, I should think he would havt 
been, to fall so far." 

The native tore his hair, but it gave him a good op- 
portunity to enlarge upon the glorious events connected 
with the hill, and the benefits therefrom flowing to our 
somewhat extensive country, and he soon talked himself 
into good-humor. 



Keep your eyes wide open for the truth ; let it come 
down into your mind like the sunlight, to illumine all of 
its dark comers. " Buy the truth, and sell it not.'" 
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DULL BUSINESS. 



A LONG time ago. ia an old town we wot of, there lived 
a man of humble means, — there are some poor people 
there now, — and, in pitj for hia need, he ivas made sex- 
ton of the church of ivhich he was a member. The 
times were dull, hia salary was low, and Lc found it 
hard worlt to make both ends meet. He called upon the 
members of the church, but thcj could not or would not 
do anything for his relief. As a last resort he called 
upon the minister and told him his troubles, and how 
hard he found it to get along. The minister heard his 
story, but, instead of relieving hia wants, or telling him 
how to do it, went to arguing with him about the unrea- 
sonableness of his complaint. 

"Why," says he, "don't you have, heaidcs your 
salary, a number of perquisites ? Are you not paid for 
ringing the bell on the Tourth of July and other public 
celebrations 1 And are you not paid, too, for your services 
at funerals, when any occur in our society "i " 

"True," said the dolorous sexton, looliing up solemnly; 
" but-I have little hope frora this source, for, confound 
it, none of our society ever die ! " 

The poor fellow went away sorrowing, thinting," prob- 
ably, that Providence was rather hard on him in not kill- 
ing off half the parish that he might have the profit of 
burymg them. 
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AI^TiaUITY IK A SIIO¥ER. 




ES. PAETiNaTOH attended the 
dedicatiOD of Mount Hope 
Cemetery, in Dorcliester, and 
got wet with the rain. No 
sheltering umbrella was there 
to hold its hroad surface ahove 
her venerable head ; and the 
rain, all regardless of her 
august presence, poured doivn 
relentlessly. But we will let 
her tell the story in her own 
way. 
Id have been dictated, but, by an 
im] t f di P dence, the bottles of heaven 

w k d 1 tl oms fell as if another delusion 

vna m to 1 t y th world. Che lightning blazed 
ho diy d yl ody was filled with constipation. 

K t h It t I 1 1 I tried to lean over and get 
my bo t und tl nau's umbrel, in front of me, 

anl th te 11 un d wn into my back like a spout, 
till I t tod th h and through like an old boot. 

C Id h lb m as if I had an ager, and, 

dc look t th t hi t ' 

C rta ly th f d 1 
tf t f m d th 
as h U t d 

upon it 



nanant had wilted, the pasteboard 
1 d relaxed and shook flabbily 
parable decay seemed written 
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"It never will be fit to be seea again!" said she, 
and we fimcied a tone of deeper sorrow in ber words, as 
she looked straight up at the stiff old corporal on the 
waU, whom this antique crape commemorated. Heaven 
bless thee, Mrs. Partington ! we thought, and fclfc round 
our capacious pocket for a dollar to leave with her, but, 
as it usually happens when our benevolence comes on, 
we found none, and came away with a paper pinned to 
our coat-tail by that "everlasting Ite." 



THE NATIONAL EPIC. 

"1 can't sec through it," said Mrs. Partington, with 
a reflective nod of bor head, and her eyes earnestly bent 
upon the keyhole of the closet door, as if that were the 
object she could not see through. She had just learned 
the report of the committee upon tbo prize poem propo- 
sition of Mr. Latham, and the loss of $500 to the musical 
genius of the country. "I can't see why somebody 
could n't have written an epic poem, when there is so 
many beautiful epicac poets in the country. Dear me, the 
older I grow, — and I never shall see fifty-seven attain, 
— I'mconvinced that genius is n't thought half enough 
of, and that versatanity of talent and great power of 
verauffocation ia n't rewarded aa it ought to be." This 
was said in complhnent to Wideswarth, who, it was half 
suspected, bad put hi for the prize, and he bowed mod- 
estly, as he placed his hand in the vicinity of hia heart, 
and felt in his vest pocket for a tooth-pick. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON AND THE MAINE 
LiaUOR BILL. 

Mks. Partington was in the gallery of the House of 
Representatives when the Maine liquor law was under 
discussion. The memher from Cranherry Centre waa 
very attentive to the old dame, and replied to her ques- 
tions concerning the Maine liquor law, and spoke of tho 
various provisions of the biil. " Provisions'?" said the 
kind old dame, tapping her box gently, " I never hccrd 
there was any provisions mentioned in the hill ; though 
I daic say there is, for Paul used to say that give old 
Mr. Tipple a pint of rum, it would be vittals and drink 
and house- rent for a week ; and I b'lieve it was so, for, 
only give him mm enough, he 'd never ask for bread. 
I remember, too," continued the old lady, raising her 
voice, as she saw Mr. Batkins about to interrupt her, — 
" they used always to put rum and tobacco into then- 
provision bills, in old times, when they went a fishing, 
and I s'pose this putting provisions into the liquor bill is 
'bout the same thing." She looked at Mr. Batkins, and 
smiled, as she saw him looking smilingly at her, and they 
■both smiled at each other. 

" The provisions meant, mem," said the member, 
imprt^sively, " are provisions of law." 

" Ah ! " replied the old lady, musingly, as she took 
the third pinch, and handed the box to Mr. Batkins, 
' J68, yea, I 've heerd of folks bein' bread to the law 
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aibre, though a good many of 'em ia more like vegeta- 
bles. Eat " Here the apeakcr'a mallet attracted 

her attention, and she listened to the reading of part of 
the liquor bill, watching carefully for the items. "I3 
that the liquor bilU " asked she, in an mcredulous tone, 
of her friend, the member ; " is that itl " He assured 
her that it was. "Well," continued she, aa she rose to 
go, "I must say that I never see a bill made out in that 
way afore." 

Mr. Batkina handed her ont, and she remarked to 
Mr. Verigreen, whom she met on the stairs, that she had 
come to hear the liquor bill, and they were reading a 
new chapter, that she'd never read, in tlie book of 
Acte. 



TAKE TniNGS EASY. 

" I NEVER knowcd anything gained by being in too 
much of a hurry," said Mrs. Partington. " When me 
and my dear Paul was married, he was in such a tripi- 
dation that he came nigh marrying one of the brides- 
maids instead of me, by mistake. He was such a queer 
man ! " she continued. " Why, ho joined the fire apart- 
ment, and one night in his hurry ho put his boots on 
hind part afore ; and, as he ran along, everybody behind 
him got tripped up. The papers were full of crowncr'a 
quests on broken legs and limbs, for a week afterwards," 
— and she relapsed into an abstraction on the ups and 
downs of life. 
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CARRIED AWAY WITH MUSIC. 

Everybody will remember tho organ-grinider's littla 
child, who was carried around, seated upon tho inatru- 
meiit his father waa tuning, faia young heart well satis- 
fied with thinga as they were, bo he enjoyed hk muaieal 
throne. We regret to say that this babe of tender years 
waa onco made the subject of as cruel a joke as was ever 
seen in print. Our friend, Old Koger, was concerned in 
it, too, and with his kind feehngs 't is a wonder he could 
have done it. Philanthropos observed Old Eoger 
standing upon the sidewalk, good-humorcdiy beating time 
to a lively air performed by the man of the organ, and 
observing the dexterity with which he would pick up a 
cent and not lose a note. 

" Sir," said PhilanthKipos, " observe the hard fortune 
of that habc, thus chained to such a destiny ; a child 
with a soul to save thus risking its safety by breathing 
continually such abominable airs." 

" I know it," said Old Roger, in his way ; "I know 
it, and yet the little fellow seems to bo entirely carried 
away with the music." 

Philanthropos immediately left liim. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON IN TROUBLE. 

" Trying the French sea-steamor ! " said Mrs, Part- 
ington, as she read in the foreign news an account of trial- 
trips made hy the French steamships. She has always 
had a deep interest in the French, since Mr. Lay Mar- 
tin, as she calls Lamartine, has been driven out of the 
provisional government, and tho people have got to go 
back to frog soup again. " What can they be going to 
try them for?" continued she. "I never kno wed that 
steamboats could be arranged for murder and such things 
before, though I don't see no reason why they sliould n't, 
seeing so many murders come from their arrangements. 
And I -wish they 'd try 'cm all beftre they do the mis- 
chief, and condemnation '11 he a warning to 'em, just a? 
it would if we could try all of the murderers, and hang 
'em off aforehand, and save the lives of their innocent 
victims. Isaac!" she screamed, as a snow-ball struck 
tho window, "don't throw your snow this way ! " and 
she rushed out to save her glass. Alas ! she was a 
moment too soon, for a snow-ball struck her cap as she 
issued from tho door, tore it from her head, and boro it, 
with its strings hanging down, far from her. Her hair, 
all unconfined, danced madly in the wind, and Mrs. 
■ Partington for a moment looked every witch way. Vir- 
tue is of little account unless it bo tried, nor is patience. 
Mrs. Partington calmly " digested" her cap on her head 
and went in. 

11* 
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INFLUENZA. 



"I DECLARE, I b'lieve I 'm going to have tte iaflu- 
■wednesday," said Mra. Partington, tenderly enveloping 
her nose in her cotton bandanna, previous to a hbst that 
would have done credit to Sam Robinson's stage-horn in 
the old time, '"Tis a dreadful feeling V) have jour 
head aa big aa a bucket of water, and your nose dropping 
like the eaves, and jour flesh all creepj with cold 
pimples, like a child with the mizzles. Paul's sister's 
child, she that married with a Smith, had the distemper- 
ature so bad that they had to put cork stoppers in his 
nostrils to keep hia brains from running out ! " 

She was here "brought up" suddenly with a fit of 
coughing; the knitting-work waa laid by for the night, 
and she went up stairs with a hot brick for her feet, and 
a little preparation of something hotter for Jier stomach 



AN ANSWER. 

" What do they call them dancers tlio corpse do 
ballet for'? " asked Mr. Verigreen of old Roger, at tlie 
theatre. The old fellow waa watching them intently 
from the parquette, with a double magnifying opera 
glass, and did n' t wish to be disturbed, but answered : — ■ 
" Because no live dancers can jump half so high as they 
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MUTTON CUSTARD. 

" As regards this mutton custard," said Mrs. Parting- 
ton, as she held up the spoon with which she was stiinng 
the preserves, aud let the treacle trickle back into the 
kettle in syrupticious ropiness, and stirred it again till 
the little yellow eyes that bubbled on the top seemed to 
snap and wink at Ike who sat whittling a stick and look- 
ing intently at the operation, till his mouth watered 
again. "Mutton custard ! " and she smiled ai, the idea 
stole across her mind, like the shadow of a clouil m sum 
mer over a green meadow full of dandelion blossoms and 
butter-cups. " Some new regiment for sick people, 
I dare say ; but I hope it 'II be better than tte custards 
that widow Gradgo used to make for the poor, God 
bless 'em! with one egg to a quart of milk, and sweetened 
with molasses, and thought that Heaven itself was too 
small an emuueration for what she had done. JJut mut- 
ton custard" — 

" It is Martin Koszta," said Ike, who had read the 
name to her in the Post of that individual when he ar- 
rived in Boston; " Koszta, the Hungarian." 

"Well," continued she, " it might have been worse, 
as the girl said when she kissed the young minister by 
mistake, in the dark entry, for her cousin Betsey, — a 
mistake is no haystack, Isaac." 

Isaac silently admitted the truth of the remark as hu 



o.led by Google 



128 OS THE " RELiaiODS TEST." 

tirust the stick he had been whittling into tlie kettle, 
and then made a drawing of the equatorial line across 
■wth checks la warm molasses. 



MRS. PARTINGTON ON THE "RELI- 
GIOUS TEST." 

"The religious taste among politicians! " exclaimed 
Mrs. Partington, as her opinion was asked on the great 
question that was then agitating the people of New 
Hampshire; anil she smiled incredulously as she an- 
swered, "I never- heerd that they had any religious 
tasto at all, nor religions feeling, nuther, for that matter. 
We see that all the politicians this 'ere way that ever 
had any religion has give it all up. There is Parson 
Ti-ot, who used to compound the gospel up in the old 
church, has come out a politicioner, and where is his 
religious taste, now, I should like to know? and there's 
lots just like him " 

" But, dear madam," quoth the interrogator, blandly, 
" I did n't mean tasle, — it was test that I spoke 
about." 

She inhaled a large thumb and finger full of her 
iavorite before she spoke. " Their testiness," said she, 
" is quite another thing, and noneof 'ema'n't no better 'n 
they ought to be." 

The inquirer left, decidedly impressed with the orig- 
inality and truth of her remark. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON'S IDEA OF'HDMOR. 

" What ia your opinion of the liumor of Hawthorne, 
Mrs. Partington']" asked a young neighlKir tliat liad 
been reading " Twice-Told Tales." 

"I don't 'know," said she, looking at him earnestly; 
" but iS you have got it, you 'd bettor take something 
to keep it from striking in. Syrup of buckthorne is good 
for all sorts of diseases of that kind. I don't know about 
the humor of HawtJiomc, but I guess the buckthorne 
will be hcncficious. We 'eat too much butter, and butter 
is very humorous." 

There was a slight tremor in his voice, as he said ho 
would try her remedy, and a smile might have been 
perceived about hia mouth, next day, when she asked 
him, with a solicitous air and tone, how his humor was. 



A GREAT CURIOSITY. 

Dr. Digg, in a lecture before the Spunkvillo Lyceum, 
stated it as an interesting fact, and as indicative of the 
progress of the age, that he had, in a recent journey 
among the Green Mountains, discovered a Sage Cheese, 
We hope tlie doctor will be induced to give a paper upon 
the subject to the world. Cheeses have often been noted 
for their activity, but none of them, we believe, have 
ever been distinguished for their profundity. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON ON EXTRADITION. 

"ExTKADmoN of Sims!" said Mra. Partington, as 
she paused a moment before the bulletia board of the 
Commonwealth, during the great excitement ; " I don't 
Bee what they want an extra edition of Sims for, when 
they had bo much trouble in getting off the first one ! " 

" 'Ere '3 the Commonwealth, fourth edition ! " bawled 
a newsboy in her ear. 

She raised her umbrella with a menacing air, for the 
noise was strange to her, when her good genius stayed 
her hand ; the umbrcUa, — the old green cotton one, — 
descended gently as a snow-flake, and the kind old lady 
invested two coppers, American currency, in a last 
week's paper which tho urchin chanced to have on hand. 



IRREVERENT. 

One of our preachers, in his sermon, spoke of those 
who do business, as travelling along the level plain of 
life. Old Roger happened to be there, and the old 
fcUow reached over to his neighbor, and whispered, "It 
may he a plain for some, but for myself I Imve always 
found it up-hill work." The neighbor laughed at Eocer 
with the back of his head, but kept the part grave that 
iraa towards the minister. 
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INDIGNATION MEETING. 




1 enforcement of the law re- 

'quiring our canine friends and 
fellow-citizens to -wear collars 
about their necks — a servile 
mark, which no dog of spirit could for a momeiit c-ousent 
to wear — caused, as might be supposed, much growling 
among them ; and many teeth were shown, and much 
dogged determjnation was evinced to resist the law- 
Acting upon this feeling, the more energetic of the Canin- 
ites went round among their brethren counselling them 
to withstand the law, and telling them, besides, that the 
rifhta of universal puppjdom were in their keeping, and 
asking them, in tones of earnest entreaty, if they would 
see those rights sacrificed without a Btrugglo. 

This appeal was effectual, and a mcctmg was forthwith 
assembled at the old slaughter-house, on Soath Boston 
flats, to discuss the great question of resistance. It was 
composed chiefly of dogs whose necks had never chafed 
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with the ignominious l)adge of ownership ; of hard-farin" 
dogs, bone-gnawing dogs ; of dogs not nursal in the lap 
of luxury or pampered by the indulgence of favoring 
masters ; none of the siik eared and soft-footed aristoc- 
racy; but there were the Huge Vma from Eoxbury 
Neck, the Shagharks from the North End, and the Tough 
and Eoughers from West Boston, and raany of minor 
note. Not a smile marked their meeting, not a tail 
wagged, not a hark disturbed the stillness, and anybody 
with half an eye could see that each heart was nerved 
with mighty resolution. 

The mectmg was organized by the choice of C^bae, 
the biggest dog present, for president ; and Plaio, a lean 
dog in specs, who had been very active in getting up the 
meeting, and who was known to be an excellent reporter, 
was appointed scribe. Some said, in an under tone, 
aside, that the scribe had nominated himself, but hia 
well-known modesty precluded the possibility of this, and 
it-may be set down as a slander. 

The chairman, on taking his seat, stood up, and, after 
wagging his tail in silence for some moments, expressive 
of his deep emotion, he then proceeded to make a speech 
describing the object of the meeting, characterized by all 
the profundity, eloqneneo, brilliancy, aad power, that has 
rendered the name of Csesar immortal, and that has 
more or less marked the efforts of every chairman of every 
meeting since when the memory of man or dog knowcth 
not the contrary. We regret very much that wo have 
not this great speech to print. In recommending union 
in their action, he related an original anecdote about an 
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old man and his sons and a bundle of sticks, which ivas 
received with tremendoaa applause*. 

Tlicrc was a struggle for the floor as the chairman 
ceased, and, amidst mach yelping, it wag assigned to 
Cato, an old setter, who called upon his hearers to keep 
cool and not be in too much of a hurry ; they would 
accomplish more by masterly inactivity than by thrusting 
their necks in the way of the danger ; they must remem- 
ber the conduct of an ancient member of their race, — he 
must refer to it, although it was humiliating to think that 
a dog should be such a fool, — who dropped a piece of 
beef he had in his mouth for its shadow in the water. 
Prudence, with both eyes wide open tight, would remove 
them out of the way of trouble ; as a last word he ivould 
advise them to lay low and look out for bricks — ■ a species 
of dog-banc inimical to canine constitutions. 

A heavy old, dark-browed dog here arose, who com- 
menced to bay violently against the law and those who 
were enforcing it. Ho was astonished, he was paralyzed, 
he was dumfounded to hear dogs counsel coolness in this 
crisis ! The policemen are upon us ! We have already 
felt our tails within their degrading fingers ! I hold 
them and their leader in detestation ! He! I would 
bark at the woman who does his washing, I hate him so ! 
I would point at him in State-street, though not natural- 
ly a pointer ! I would show my teeth at him wherever 
I met him I His excitement overpowered him, and he 
sat down. 

POKTO, a large, gnarly, hard-looking dog, here arose, 
and it was doubtful foi a time if he could be heard, for 
the noise and confusion which prevailed among the oppo- 
12 
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sera of the law. He was for law and order. Law was too 
sacred a thing to be handled -without gloves ; it was the 
palladium of our liberty. If the law was oppressive, as it 
doubtless was, he would suggest, in his reverence for 
law, that they grin and bear it; if their necks were a 
little chafed, tiie evil would be mitigated by the reflection 
that the law was inviolata. Individual grievance was 
nothing in comparison with this grand idea. Everything 
that is legal is right ; what is wrong in the individual 
may become right in law. Did the law require him to 
festen the collar upon hia own neck or upon the necks of 
those with whom he was allied, he would not hesitate 
to do it, in his regard for the law; he would " 

He was here pulled down by his tail, when, amid the 
shaggy hair which thickly covered his neck, a collar was 
discovered, fitting closely to the skin ! Amid the confu- 
sion attending this discovery, he sneaked away. 

A sandy-haired dog, named Carlo, next took the 
floor, and snarled ominously as he commenced. He had 
but few words to say. He would ask thera if they were 
going to allow this law to be enforced 1 For bis part he 
would fill his pockets with pistols, and with a twcnty- 
four-pounder under each arm would he go alone ta 
oppose it ! 

His remarks produced an immense sensation among 
tiie younger portion of the audience. A cry was hero 
made for " Boxes." A venerable dog arose, whose appear- 
ance excited respect. He gained his feet with much 
difiicultjj and it was perceived that he had a wooden leg, 
and bore about his person sundry other marks of dilapi- 
dation. 
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" My brethren," eaid he, when the cheering which 
had greeted him had subsided, " you have before jou but 
a Borry dog ; but such as I am is all that was left over 
from that fatal nineteenth of April, when so many of our 
race ivere served up cold. I was theu youug and iirdent. 
At the first howl of clanger, I left the bone I was gnaw- 
ing, and threw myself into the front rank of tho defend- 
ers of my race. Alas ! my friends ; I soon found that I 
was hariiing up the wrong tree, and discovered, too, that 
canine sagacity, however good it might be in saving 
children from drowning, or worrying cats, could never 
cope with humanity armed with clubs and actuated by 
the love of money. In a bloody fray my leg was broken 
with an ignominious brick; in another my termination 
was curtailed ; in another my right eye closed in dark- 
ness on the world forever. With this view of the power 
of man, and of our own weakness, I would counsel 
caution — submission, even — for tJie present, rei^lmg in 
the assurance of the fulfilment of tiie ancient prophecy 
of the good time coming, when ' every dog shill have 
his day ! ' when, basking in ■ tho broad sunshmc of 
beneficent law, we may catch flies in peaceful security, 
fearing not the butcher's art, fearing not the urchms' 
mischief, who, so reckless of our feelings, persist in 
ornamenting our extremities with cast-off culinary uten- 
sils." 

This speech produced a great sensation, awakening the 
president, who had fidlen asleep during the pathetic part 
of it ; and a few sensitive pups near the door were so 
deeply affectj;d that they had to go out and take a little 
whine tiO restore their strength. The scribe, who had 
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prepared a scries of rcsolutiona before he came, concludea 
not to submit tliem, and let them drop back in hia pocket, 
to read some other time to private admirers ; and the 
meeting d 



HOW TO GET OUT OV AN OMNIBUS. 

Give the string a sudden jerk at the same iratant 
you start from your scat to make for the door. The 
motion of the eoa«h will afford you an excellent oppor- 
tunity of testing your powers of navigation, and will not 
in the least annoy you, although it may be annoying to 
those whose coma you tread on. If you are timid of 
falling into the laps of your fellow-passengers, incline 
your body forward, as if about commencing to swim, 
and place your hands upon projecting knees on each side, 
until you are at-ja right distance from the door, and then 
make a sudden and energetic plunge at it, as if attempt- 
ing to carry it hy storm. We have seen a lady attempt 
this mode of egress, and by skilful management contrive to 
sit on seven masculine laps before she reached the door 
It saves time to start a trifle before pulling the string ; 
you might lose a full sixteenth of a minute by waiting 
for the coach to stop, and that is something where 
" time is money" and money is two per cent, a month ! 
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A LITERAL CONSTKTJCTIOI^'. 

"Prbachei^," said a reverend gentleman, "should 
be careful, in doing their Master's service, never to exceed 
their commission, or tate anything but the Bible into 
tlieir mouths." 

"Bless me!" thought Mrs. PartingtoDj as he said 
this ; " I don't see how he could find room for anything 
more very well ; though some mouths are a great deal 
larger than others. I remember my poor Paul and hia 
brother were diggmg a cellar once, when Paul threw 
some dirt in his brother's month. ' Paul,' says he, 
' you 've filled my mouth half full of dirt.' His brother 
had a very big mouth. 'Have 11' said Paul; 'well, 
just spit it outside, and we shan't have any more to 
dig.' Ah, Paul was such a queer man ! He was the 
beatermost creatur," 

What a joyous gleam shot from her specs as this rem- 
iniscence crossed her mind, giving the very iron of the 
bows the semblance of gold in its light ! But the reSec- 
tion cost her the wliole of the fourthly. 
12* 
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A LEGITIMATE CONCLUSION. 

Old it. Brown and his son George were engaged in 
the haymow, when the conversation turned upon Cali- 
fornia, and the young man expressed a strong desire to 
go. The old man said he shouldn't go. They talked 
ahout it, reasoned about it, grew mad about it, and the 
end of it all was, that George shoved his venerable 
progenitor down over the mow, through a hole in the 
bam floor, into an apple binn, to tho imminent risk of 
the venerable gentleman's neck, and then ran away, 
leaving his father in the binn among the apples. The 
old man, some months afterwards, told the minister the 
story, and the reverend very profoundly said that he 
thought children who showed such disrespect to their 
parents never came to a good end. "No, sir T' said old 
Mr. Brown, firmly, striking his hoe with energy into tho 
turf, — " no, sir ! depend upon it, that boys who throw 
their fethers down into apple binns don't go to Heaven 
by a great sight." 



An Epigram. — Upon the election of General Pierce 
the usual changes were made in the various subordinate 
offices, with the usual anxiety among the outs and ina, 
3 by the following : — 

" I'ai office-holdors aro aU in a. sweat," 
Said an offica-hoper, with emltation ; 

" True," said old Roger, " I never jet 
Saw Buoli a Geaeral Pierce pi rati on " 
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aUESTIOW ANSWERED. 

"Where is the fire?" asked Mrs. Partington of a 
fireman, from an upper window, as the bclla were waking 
the night with their clangor. 

" In ,'" was the ungallant response, naming the 

bottest title of perpetual warmth, " Dear me !" said 
the old lady, not comprehending him ; " is it so far off? 
I wish it was nearer for your sake! But he'll get 
tlicre soon," she muttered to herself, " if he goes on aa 
he does now;" and she went to sleep again, invoking 
blessings on the guanlians of public safety. 



THE TEST REFUSED. 

Mr. Jaeez Brattle, the elocutionist, was introduced 

one day to Prof. , and expressed himself much 

pleased at making that gentleman's acquaintance. Mr. 
Brattle stated to the professor that ho was an ardeni 
admirer of his works, and that ho could repeat " Evan- 
geline" and the " Grolden Legend" from beginning to 
end. Ho commenced the former, and had not got more 
than half through before the professor was seen dashing 
wildly up School street ; and, in fifteen minutes by tho 
Old South, he stood upon Cambridge Bridge, thankful 
at his escape from a bore. 
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A WHOLESOME LESSON. 

"A DOG is a, very singular animal," said the owner 
of Fido to old Koger, aftfir they had marked the affec- 
tionate gambols of the fiiithfal creature, who now, in 
weariness, had come to lie at his master's feet : " a very 
singular animal. Now you see I will flog him severely 
(suiting the action to the word) ; and now you see him 
licking my hand in return." 

Old Roger was moved. 

"Yes," said the old roan severely, "and were Itho 
dog I would give you a different sort of licking from that. 
He is the nohlest animal of the two, and ought to change 
places with you. Let me tell you, sir, that a man who 
by a mere accident occupies the superior position, and 
out of pure wantonness abuses the power he may possess, 
or presumes upon that power to hiiil tlie helpless, is a 
scoundrel, sir ! That dog, there, is a ting to him." 

And the old man turned away, leaving Fido and his 
master to experience perhaps the benefit of the lesson. 
There is a moral in it. 
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A BOOTLESS CASE. 

" I iviSH I could find something to help my corns,'' 
said Mr. Verd, despondingly ; " they ache so ! " 

"I'll tell you what '11 cure 'em," said oao of the 
boarders. "Wear large boots, — 'bout two sizes larger 'n 
you now wear, — and your corns '11 be better." 

Mr. Verd wore No. ISs, already, and, aa he cast hia 
eyes towards his feet, upon hearing this adYiee, he sighed 
piteously, for the remedy seemed bootless. 

"Young man," said old Roger, wiping his mouth on 
his napkin, " I pity your case, if you depend upon that ; 
for, to carry out the plan recommended, the streets would 
Burely have to be widened, and land is very dear in 
Boston." 

It was touching the young man upon a sore spot, and 
he left off complaining from then. 



ailAPS TRUE. 



A PAPER begins a paragraph eulogistic — " Price, the 
immortal friend of mothers," &c. AVe are assured, by a 
friend at our elbow that knows, that price is no object 
with some mothers ; and that however much it may bo 
pretended that Price is the mother's friend, it is a notori 
0U3 Jaet that price is obnoxious to fathers. 
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OLD ROGER'S NEW HAT. 



heaven's sake, old wo- 
man, get off my hat ! " sai<3 
Roger at tlie concert, as he 
saw a two hundred and fifty 
^ pounder settle on his new 
(' ventilated castor. Old wo- 
man ! It was an ungallant 
! expression, but the cireum- 
I stance would seem to justify 
A new hat was a new 
in his existence, and thia 
was one of the latest. Re- 
covering himself, and pressing over his knee as best he 
might his crushed tile, the wrinkles but too apparent, he 
calmly continued, " I wouldn't object to your trying it 
on, ma'am, wero there the least chance of its fitting ; but 
it is evident that it is n't large enough, /never saw a 
bat worn in that way before, and / don' t want to furnish 
one to experiment upon, either." 

The hat was put on, but how like an apothecary's 
'prentice long indented it looked, contrasted witli its pre- 
vious fair proportions ! The opera is very destructive te 
hata, especially where they throw them at the singers. 
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CHRISTMAS UEFLECTION. 

"I irisli you a merry Christmas 
And a happy New Tear, 
With yonr stomach full of money, 
And your pocket full of beer," 

yelled Ike, as he skipped into Mrs. Partington's kitchen, 
where the old dame was busily engaged in cooking break- 
fast on Christmas morning. 

"Don't mate such a noise, dear," said the kind old 
lady, holding up her hand; " you give me a scrutinizing 
pain in my head, and your young voice goes through my 
brains like a scalpel knife. But what did the good Santa 
Cruz put in your stocking, Isaac 7 " 

And she looked at him with an arch and pleased exprea- 
aion, aa he took out of hia pocket a jacknife, and a hum- 
top painted with gaudy colors. Ike held them up joyously, 
*nd it was a sight to see the two standing there, shs 
amilmg serenely upon the boy's happiness, and he grate- 
Hal iQ the possession of his treasures. 

" Ah ! " said she, with a sigh, " there 's many a homo 
vo-ffiiy, Isaac, that Santa Cruz won't visit, and many a 
poor child will find nothing in his stocking but his own 
little foot! " 

It might have been a grain of the snuff she took, it 
might have been a floating mote of the atmosphere, but 
Mrs. Partington's eyes looked humid, though she smiled 
upon the boy before her, who stood trying to pull tho 
cord out of her reticule to spin his new top with. 
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REFLECTION ABOTT MOSUUITOS. 

" TriBRB ! now I bopo you 've got it, you eTCrlastin 
torment ! " said Mrs. Partington, angrily giving Mar- 
garet, her young neiglibor, iviio was in spending tlie 
evening with her, a smart slap on her forehead, and 
nearly throwing her from her chair ; at the same time 
knocking the Britannia lamp from the table by her 
violent motion. 

" What 's the matter? " inquired Margaret, alarmed ; 
for such conduct was very unusual, and the oil from the 
lamp had marred her new calico. 

"It's only a pesky musketeer, dear," said the old 
lady, relighting the lamp ; " it 's only a musketeer, and 
I can't see the use of 'em, the tormenting creaturs ! 
They eay the Lord makes everything for some good 
purpose ; and so I think that these sort of annoysome 
reptiles must ho made by somebody else, I do." 

The remark may be thought irreverent by some, but 
the old lady was excited, and the heat of these warm, 
mosquito-teeming evenings ought to excuse more, e*en, 
under such annoyance as she was s 
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A PASSABLE JOKE. 

Old Kogek was at the concert one evening, and oa ho 
Bat awaiting the commencement of the performances in a 
slip where there waa room for one more, a gentleman 
came along, and tapping him on the shoulder told him in 
a whisper that ho should like to pass inside of him. 
Old Roger looked at the stranger a moment ; he was a 
large man, very large. 

" Upon my word, eir,'^ said the old fellow, " I don't 
think you can, for I have just eat«n a hearty supper, and 
from appearances I should judge that you wouldn't sit 
well on my stomach." 

- This was said loud enough for people in the adjacent 
seats to hear, and in an instMit eleven double spy-glasses 
■were levelled at him. The gentleman looked very red 
at first. 

" I mean," said he, pointing to the vacant seat, " will 
you allow me to pass hy you to that seat 1 " 

" Certainly, sir," said Old Eoger gravely, "and I am 
rejoiced to find that your request is so much more pass- 
able than I first regarded it." 

The stranger immediately tendered Old Roger his hat, 
which he magnanimously declined receiving. 
13 
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A PORCINE EXPOSTRE. 

"Couldn't you get young pork, ma'am, to bako 
with your beans 1 " aaid old Roger, somewliat cynically, 
as he sat at table one Sunday. 

" They told mo it was young ' " said the landlady. 

" Well, it may be so, but gray hair is not a juvenile 
feature, by any means, in our latitude, ma'am," contin- 
ued he, fishing up a gray hair, about a foot and a half 
long, -with his fork. "He ma^ have been young, but 
he must have lived a very wicked life to he gray so 
Boon." 

As he spoke he looked along the table, and a slight 
emotion was visible among the hoarders ; and the man 
who sat opposite, with his mouth full of the edibles with 
which he had heen endeavoring to smother a laugh, grew 
dark with the effort, and then collajaed, scattering dis- 
may and crumbs amid the nicely-plaited folds of old 
E«ger'a shirt-frills. 



Spdnk. — "7 wouldn't be so bothered about my 
.BCals," said a jour printer to a hrothcr" typo, who had 
to wait pretty often for dinner that did n't pay for wait- 
ing; "if I boarded out I'd have my dimier just aa 

soon aa I could get it." 
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A NAVE IN THE CHTJUCH. 

" A HAVE in our church ! " screamed Mrs. Partington, 
as her eye rested on a description of the new cdiEco, and 
the offensive word struck terror to her soul ; " a nave in 
our church ! Tfho can it be 1 Bear me, and they have 
been so careful, too, irho they took in, — exercising 'cm 
afbrehand, and putting *em through the catechis and the 
lethargy, and poundmg 'em into a state of grace ! Wlio 
can it be 1 " And the spectacles expressed anxiety. " I 
beheve it must be slander, arter all. 0, what a terrible 
thing it is to pizcn the peace of a neighborhood detero- 
tating and backbiting, and lying about people, when the 
blessed truth is full bad enough about the best of 
us !" 

What a lesson is here for the mischief-maker to ponder 
upon ! Truth lent dignity to her words, and gave a 
beam to her countenance, reminding one somewhat of a 
Bunset in the fall on a used-up landscape. 



Mrs. Partington, one Fourth of July, was much 
incommoded by the crowd that rushed to see the proces- 
sion. She said she "did n't see the least need of scrowg- 
ing BO, for she dared say the procession was full long 
enoagh to go round.' 
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A aUilER ASSOCIATION. 

It was with a strong emotion of wonder that Mra. 
Partington read in the papers that a new wing waa to be 
added to tiie Cambridge Observatory. 

" What upon airth can that be for, I wonder 1 I dare 
Bay they are putting the new wing on to take more 
flights artcr comics and such things, or to look at the 
new ring of the planet Satan, — another link added to 
his chain, perhaps ; and, grafiioua knows, he seems to gc 
further than he ever did before." 

She stopped to listen, as the sounds of revelry and 
drunkenness arose upon the night air, and she glanced 
from her chamber over the way, where a red illuminated 
lantern denoted "Clam Chowder." Why should she 
look there just at that moment of her allusion to Satan 1 
What connection could there be in her mind between 
Satan and clam chowder 1 Nobody was near but Ikoj 
and Isaac slumbered. 
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THE PUNDIT PUNNED. 

Dr. Diqq and old Eoger were holding an animated 
conversation upon the subject of California, the Doctor 
contending that the chances were against the emigrants 
thither getting recompensed for their trouble; "for," 
said the Doctor, " the ground is all occupied, and those 
coming last have small chance of procuring a lucrative 
field for their operations." 

"My dear sir," said old Roger, with animation, "I 
can assure jou it is not so; for I am informed by an 
intelligent returned Californian that every man who 
goes to the mines has his pick." 

The Doctor, however, still contended for his point, and 

could not see how it could be possible, and thought old 

Roger's friend must be n 

13* 
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PUNCH IN THE HEAD. 

Old Sherry camo home one night when it wna so near 
morning that the hue dividing the night from the morn- 
ing was legitimately debatable, and having taken an estra 
glass or two previous to leaving the company ho had been 
■with, ho was somewhat dull of apprehension, and the 
houses seemed walking around him unaccountahly, and 
the streets, by some sort of undulatory motion that he 
had never before noticed, seemed determined to throw 
him down ; but he got home safely. 

So £ir, well ; but he had lost his night-key, or it was 
in the pocket of his other pa^ts, in the wardrobe, within 
ten feet of the spot where Mrs. Sherry was prabably at 
that time reposing ; whose snore he even fancied he heard 
jarring the latch of the outside door. It must be one or 
the other, for he felt in his pockets for it in vain. He 
did n't like to alarm the house, nor the people in it, for a 
quarter of a century's experience of the quality of Mrs. 
Sherry's temper led him to know that her welcome to 
hini j in his present plight, would bo more warm than 
agreeable, even if she consented to let him in at all 

It at last occurred to him that a window in the rear of 
the house could be opened from the outside, and he at 
once resolved to gain an entrance in this manner, then 
creep up stairs to bed, and say nothing to anybody. 
Accordingly, with this burglarious idea in his mind, he 
went round to the back of the house. The window waa 
a Hf'Ie above his reach, but he ^oimd a barrel 9 
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and by skijful maiiceuvring got it beneath the window 
and elevated bimself upon it. He tried to lift the sasb, 
and it slid up easily to the desired height, where he 
secured it with a stick. Mr. Sherry congratulated bim- 
self upon this triumphant achievement under difficulty. 
The outposts were won — another step, and ho would he 
master of the citadel. Already was his foot raised to 
take this last step ; his head and shouldera were within 
the window, when the treacherous barrel, losing its equi- 
poise in the exertion Mr. Sherry was making, fell over ; 
his luckless elbow touching the stick that sustained tha 
window, it fell with a crash upon Mr. Sherry's broad 
shoulders, and he found himself in a trap from which ho 
could not escape, 

Mr. Sherry's maiden sister, a romantic damsel of 
thirty-five, had heard the noise, and as she awaked from 
her slumber the idea of thieves flashed across her mind. 
She had been dreaming of brigands and robbers, and 
the noise occurred just where a heroine was forcibly car- 
ried from her paternal home by rufiians in masks ! Upon 
the spur of tho moment she darted into her nephew's 
chamber, contiguous to hers, and told him, in a big whis- 
per, that robbers were breaking into the house, and 
added the gratuitous and sanguinary information that 
they would all be murdered in their beds ! 

While she went to impart this gratifying news to the 
rest of the household, the young man ai'ose, and, without 
stopping to dress himself, seized a big stick and went 
stealthily down stairs. He opened the door softly of the 
room from which the noise proceeded, and, beholding the 
supposed burglar ia the window, the young Sherry ga-» 
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his parent's head a couple of whacka with the stick, when 
a crj from that suffering specimen of suspended anima- 
tion revealed to the young man who the victim was, and, 
with the assistance of the rest of the family, who had 
now assembled, the two hundred pounds of old Sherry 
were soon housed. 

Such a lecture as he received ! Either the lecture, oi 
the debauch, or the cane, perhaps the whole combined, 
gave him a severe headache the next morning, and he 
was constrained to keep his bed. He summoned his son 
to his bedside, and with an expression of grave authoiity 
ho asked the young man if he did n't think he l^^8 a 
graceless rogue to be punchin' his parent's heid m the 
way he did — if he was n't really ashamed of himself ' 
The young Sherry made up a mouth, in which much fui\ 
blended with considerable that was serious, and replied 
that his respected sire would never have got any punch 
in Ilia head from him, had it not been for the punch ha 
had got in his head before he came home. The old 
Sherry admitted the corn, turned over and slept on it. 
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MATTER OF FACT AND SENTIMENT. 

Said Augustus, as he gaaed from Mrs. Partington's 
little window, his finger pensively resting upon a cracked 
china teapot upon the sill, — " Here is a spot in which 
to cultivate the flowers of poesy ; here tho imagination 
may soar on unrestricted wing; here balmy zephyrs 
rising from embowering roses waft ambrosial sweets "- - 
" Them is beans planted in the window," said the old 
lady, interrupting him. "What you say is very true; 
there 's nothing better for a sore than balmy-gilead buds 
in rum; and it 's so handy to have 'em m a temperance 
neighborhood, too, where people are too good to keep 
rum in the house themselves, but leave it all to bo 
horryed of the neighbors. How glad I am always to 
have it for 'em ! They are so kind, too, always advising 
me to give up keeping it in the house ; but, dear me, 
what would the poor creturs do if I should? I may he 
committing am m keeping it ; but a bad use of a thinw 
makes all the trouble after all." 

Augustus was moved ; but there was so much of thfe 
" earth earthy " in her remark that he was silent, 

" I should like to know what he meant about embowel- 
ling roses," murmured she to herself; "peppermint 
would be better if he has the colic." 

She looked at him earnestly, but there seemed no 
token of pain, and she forbore to speak. 
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COMMISERATION FOE, CLERKS. 

^HOPKEEPERS is not enough 
h thought of," said Mrs. 
Partington, after having 
been out making some 
purchisei How they 
do toil and how thoj sui 
fer' One deir pietty 
H young min with i cjce bliLk coit 
I OB and a gold chain and % =itirLhed 
I coUiur, with a eamvan on his neck 
I told me with tears m his eyea that 
f he was selling to ms at kas than ho 
gave for it , and I bought it out of 
pity, though I knowed I could get it five cents i ^ard 
cheaper next dcor Tilk about Mo=(e3 bemg executed on 
one string, indeed ! These poor creturs are Rogerses, 
every one of 'em, by the yard-atict, and are all the time 
a dying." 

There 's a constant flow of the milk of compassion in 
her breast-inexhaustible ; like tho purse of the gentle- 
man in the story, the more that is taken from it the 
more remains. The allusion to Moses was drawn from 
an advertisement of a prodigy violinist, who was to play 
a violin solo, from the oratorio of "Moses," upon one 
string. 
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THE BOUaUET. 

" Look .lere ! " exclaimeiJ Mrs. Partington, in a tone 
of triumph, as she returned from answering the door- 
bell, bearing in her withered hand a bouquet of generoua 
proportions and exijuiaite beauty, with hor name written 
in fair characters upon an accompanying card. "Look 
here, at the bucket of flowers somebody has sent me. 
How charmmgly it smells, as well as looks ! And the 
colors is all blinded together, too, so prettily ! " 

At this stage of her admiration, a small billet dropped 
upon the floor. 

"And here," she continued, "is a letter besides, 
written in a beautiful hand, from somebody with orna- 
mental comers." "From your valentine, Timothy 
Toby," closed the missive. 

She said not another word, took one more inspiration 
from the " bucket," and busied hereelf in preparing the 
large-mouthed honey-bottle for its accommodation. It 
might have been from the projecting lily spear, it might 
have been from a grain of subtle maccaboy commg in 
contact with her eye, and it might have been from some 
deeper cause, but a teai escaped the area of the ri^ht 
eye of her specs, and stood for an instant in pellucid 
lustre on her cheek-bone, before passing away through 
the channels timo had worn in her face. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON ON VENTILATION, 

" We have got a new venerator on our meeting- 
house," said Mrs. Pai-tington; " but how on airth thej 
cam contrive to climb up there to let the execrations go 
out is more than I cau see into. But it is sich a nice 
intervention for keeping a, house warm I " 

"What sort of a ventilator is itV asked we, anxious 
to get an inkling of the old lady's philosophy. 

"It ia one of the Emissary's," replied she, sagely, 
"and it is ever so much better than Professor Epsom's, 
because a room is kept so warm and comfortable by it, — 
not the least danger of taking cold from draughts of 
too fresh air. It will be a great accusation in cold 
weather." 

" But how will it do in summer 1 " we again asked. 
The dame, for a moment, was puzzled. She had not 
thought of this contingency. 

" ! " cried she, after a few moments' reficction, aided 
by the merest trifle of maccahoy, at the same time prof- 
fering us the box ; " I suppose, then, they will stop it 
up altogether, and open the windows." 

It was an idea worthy of the profound black bonnet 
and far-seeing specs before us. She loft us then. Wo 
watched her from the window, and felt anxious about 
her rheumatism, as we saw her right foot sink in 
a puddle, in an attempt to reach a Canton street 



o.led by Google 



OUR RELATIONS WITH MEXICO. 157 

Anj one who breathes the suffocating air of our con- 
cert rooms, will be remimJod of Mrs, Partington's " ven- 
erator" for keeping a room warm. 



OUR RELATIONS WITH MEXICO. 

" Odr relations with Mexico ! " said Mrs. Partington, 
contemplatively, and her glanco turned upward to the 
wall, whore the portrait of the deceased corporal, in 
rigid pasteboard, looked straight forward, as if indicating 
a bee-line of duty that she should follow, — a sort of 
pictorial cynosure, to which she always looked for guid- 
ance. " Our relations with Mexico ! " said she ; "some 
of the poor creaturs, maybe, left there in the late hospi- 
talities, too poor to get back. If I was President Pierce, 
now, I 'd send right away and bring 'em all home by 
express. The Mexicans had_ better, not trouble any of 
our relations, I can tell 'em ! " 

Of course she eould tell 'em. There was no doubt of 
it. Mrs. Sled believed she could, and Ike, who was 
busy in transforming the old lady's new ciothes-stick 
into a bat, did n't say a word. If there is a weakness in 
Mrs. P.'s character, — and as a chronicler we should be 
false to our trust to say that there was not,- — that 
weakness is love for her relations ; continually manifest- 
■n^ itself in blue y irn stockings and souchong tea. 
14 



o.led by Google 



THE FIRST OF APRIL. 

" I NEVER see the like ! " said Mrs. Partington, as 
she slammed to the front door, with a noise and jar that 
set everything to dancing in the house, and the timid 
crockery stood with cliattering teeth upon the little 
"buffet" m the corner. It waa wrong in her to say she 
had never seen the like, for this was the fifth time that 
she had hecn called to the door by a violent ringing, 
within half an hour, and had found no one there. 
Hence anger — so rarely an occupant of her mmd, but 
so justifiable now — prompted the slamming of the door 
and the remark, " I never see the like ! " 

It was the first of April, and the occurrence was cho 
more annoying for this reason. She stood still hy the 
door and watched stealthily for the intruder ; tapped her 
bos easily and regaled her olfactories with a dusty obla- 
tion, and held still. The peal of the hell again startled 
her by its vehemence. She opened the door and looked 
ont, but no one was to be seen. As she turned away, 
a string attached to the bell-wire, extending from the 
banister, met her gaze, and, sitting quietly upon the 
stairs, with a grin on his face that had a world of mean- 
ing in it and a world of fun in it, sat Jke > How the 
spectacles sparkled in the rays of her indignation ! She 
went for the rod, which had long rested on the shelf, 
hut it had been manufactured three days before into an 
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arrow by Ike, and, as thecliance of finding it diminished, 
her anger cooled like hot iron in the air, and the rogue 



AK INaUIRY ANSWERED. 

" Dues Isaac manifest any taste for poetry, Mr3. 
Partinoton?" asked the schoolmaster's wife, while con- 
versing on the merits of the youthful Partington. The 
old My was basting a chicken that her friends had sent 
her from the country, 

■'0, yes! " said the old lady, smiling; "he is very 
partially fond of poultry, and it always seems aa if he 
can't get enough of it." The old spit turned by the 
fire-place in response to her answer while tho basting 
was going on. 

" I mean," said tho lady, " does he show any of the 
divine afSatus 1 ' ' 

The old lady thought a moment. " As for the divrae 
flatness — I don't know about it. He 's had all the 
complaints of children, and when ho was a baby he fell 
and broke the cartridge of his nose ; but I hardly think 
he 'b had this that you speak of." 

The roasting chicken hissed and sputtered, an.-'. Mra 
Partington basted it agam. 



o.led by Google 



BAILED OUT. 



BAILED OUT. 



" So, our neighbor, Mr. Guzzlo, has been arranged at 
the bar for drunkaidiee " eaid Mrs Partington ■ and she 
sighed as she thought of hia infu and chjldien it 1 ome, 
with the cold weather dose at ban 1 an I tho searching 
winds intruding through the chmla m the windows and 
waving the tattered cuitain ble t baiinci where the 
little ones stood shivtimg by the fd,mt embers God 
forgive him and pilj them said she in i tone of 
voice tremulous with emotion 

" But he was bailed out said Ike who bdd dtvoured 
the residue of the paragraph, and laid the paper in a pan 
of liquid custard that the dame was preparing for 
Thanksgiving, and sat swinging the oven door to and fro 
aa if to f;m the fire that crackled and blazed within. 

"Bailed out, waa hel" said she; "well, I should 
think it would have been cheaper to have pumped him 
out, for, when our cellar was filled, arter the city fathers 
had degraded the street, wo bad to have it pumped out, 
though there was n't half so much ui it as he has swilled 
down." 

She paused and reached up on the high shelves of the 
closet for her pie plates, while Ike busied himself in 
tasting the various preparations. The dame thouwht 
that was the smallest quart of sweet cider she had evei 
seen. 
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HAVE YOU GOT 1 BABY? 

A BACHELOR friend of ours was riding, upon a time, 
through the state, -when he overtook a little girl and 
boy, apparently on tlieir way to school. The little girl 
appeared to be five or six yeai^ old, and was as beautiful 
as a iairy. Her eyes were lit up with a gleam of intense 
happiness, and her cheeks glowed with the hues of 
health. Our bachelor looked at her for a moment ad- 
miringly. She met his glance with a smile, and with an 
eager voice saluted him with, 

" Have you got a baby 1 " 

He was struck aback by the question, and something 
like a regret stole over his mmd as he looked upon the 
animated and beautiful little face before him. 

"No," he answered. 

"Well," she replied, drawing her tiny fonn proudly 
up, " we have" and passed on, still smiling, to tell the 
Joyous news to the next one she might meet. 

What a world of happiness to her was concentrated in 
that one idea — the baby ! And in her joy she felt as 
if all must have the same delight aa herself; and it was 
a matter of affectionate pride to her, that lifted her little 
heart above the reach of ordinary care ; for in the baby 
was her world, and what else had she to crave 1 Such 
was the reflection of our friend, and he remembered it 
long enough to tell it to us 
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A HOME THUTH. 

•• What a to-ilo they make about treating the slavea 
bad at the south! " said Mrs. Partington; and everybody 
strained their ears to cateh an opinion that perhaps ytaa 
fraught with the destiny of millions. There was a slight 
tremor in her voice, a sort of rumbling before the 
" bustin' " of the volcano, and her eye looked troubled 
as a lake by a fitful gust. "What a to-do they do maka 
about it, tobesuro! Eutsome of our folks don't do much 
better. I know a poor old colored man hero in Boston 
that they treat jest like a nigger. Peoplo a' n't no better 
than scribes, pharisees, aod hippogrifis, that say one thing 
and do another." 

There is truth in thy remarks, 0, most estimable Mrs. 
P. ! Our philanthropy, we fear, if ireighed in the just 
balance, would be found often sadly wanting. 



A SEASONABLE PUN. 

" I"iNE gloves, them ! " said old Eoger, as he held out 
his hand, encased in a new pair he had just bought. An 
assent was expressed. " But," contiuued he, " can you 
tell me why a man is more likely to get taken in, while 
buying gloves in winter than in summer "J" Thoy 
couldn't. "I '11 tell you, then; it's because they are 
more apt to get worsted." 
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VARICOSE VEINS. 

"What ia the matter with Mrs. Jewks, doctor'! 
asked Mrs. Partington, as Dr. Bolus passed her house. 
She had heen watching for him for half an hour through 
a chink in the door, and people who detected the end of 
a nose thrust out of the chink aforesaid, stopped an 
instant to look at it, strongly inclined to touch it and see 
what it was. 

" She is troubled with yaricose veins, mem," replied 
the doctor, blandly. 

" Do tell ! " cried the old lady ; ■' well, that accounts 
for her very coarse behavior, then, and it ia n't any fault 
o' ber'n, arter all, poor woman, 'cauSe what is to be will 
be, and if one has very coaxse veins what can one 
expect 1 Ah, we are none of ua better than we ought to 
be!" 

"Good morning, mem," said Dr. Bolus, as he turned 
away, and the old lady shut the door, 

"No hotter than we ought to be ! " What an orig- 
inal remark, and how candid the admission ! The littltf 
front entry heard it, and the broad stair that led to the 
chamber heard it, and Ike heard it, as he sat in the 
kitchen, daubing up the old lady's Pembroke tabic with 
flour paste, in an attempt to make a kite out of a choicelj- 
saved copy of the Puritan Recorder. " We are no better 
than we ought to be" - 
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Mils. PARTINGTON ON YACATION. 

" Five weeks' vexation in August !" add Mre. Part- 
ington, when she heard that the school had a vacation 
for five weeks ; " five ■weeks' vexation ! It is a trying 
season for mothers, and wearing and tearing to their 
patience and the jackets and trousers of the children. 
Talk ahout the relaxing from study ! I don't helievo 
it 's half as bad as the green apples they get in the 
country. But I do love to see the little dears enjoying 
themselves, frisking about like pigs in clover, as happy 
as the days is long. What an idea of freedom there is 
in a little boy with his fece and hair full of molasses and 
fun and good-nature! Be still, you good-for-nothing! " 
cried she, as Ike attempted to take her snuff-box; " Be 
still, I say! " 

But it was not in anger ; for she felt in her capacious 
pocket, and, from away down under her snuff-box, and 
thimbles, and bone-buttons, and needles, and pin-cush- 
ions, and beeswax, she brought up a ball of variegated 
hues, and smiled as she gave it into his eager hand, and 
bade him be a good boy. 
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TORCHLIGHT PATRIOTISM. 

Iooeat! hooray!" jelled 
5I Ike, as ho dashed m it the 
' frontdoor with a lyht^d 
torch, swinging it over his 
1 head, and spatteiing the 
oily fluid aiound upon the 
tables and chairs, a diop 
3 even falling upon the snow 
- white tabic co^er Uut hy 
ed up on a shelf The 
\ smoke ot the toich filled 
f the kitehca and loUed 
along the snow-vihite ceil 
ing in murky volume, to the greit annoyance of Mrs 
Piitingtonj who iliriys said if there was anything on 
"airth" that she held m utter "excieocence," it was 
" lie " 

"\That s to pay now"*" said the dame rising, and 
she heard, through the floor, the noise mojle hy tho 
" unterrified demociaLy " m torchbght piocession assem- 
bled Paul was a demoL-rat, and hei sympathy kept time 
with the martial music. 

" Quito a furor," said we to her as we recognized her. 
A tremendous cheer interrupted us. 

" A few tout" gaid she, smiling, " I think it is a good 
many roar. Ah ! " continued she, ■' I do love to see tho 
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unclarified democracy in possession, with their torches a 
blazing and their patrickism a busting." 

She felt patriotic. Her face ■^■as momentarily lit up 
ivith the emotions of her soul and the light of a Roman 
candle, and then the venerable countenance melted away 
in the darkness, as the candle, after making a great effort 
to sustain itself, became exhausted and snuffed itself out. 



MRS. PARTINGTON ON SUFFRAGE. 

"How these men do talk about exercising their right 
of sufferings ! " said Mrs, Partington ; " as if nobody in 
the world suffered hut themselves. They don't think of 
our sufferings. We, poor creturs, must suffer and say 
nothing about it, and drink cheap tea, and be troubled 
with the children, and scour and scrub our souls out ; 
and we never say a thing about it. But a man comes on 
regularly, once a year, like a Farmer's Almanac, and 
grumbles about his sufferings; and it's only then jest to 
choose a governor, arter all. These men are hard cre- 
turs to find out, and a'n't worth much after you have 
found 'em out." 

This was intended as a lesson to Margaret, who was 
working Charlotte and "Werter on a blue ground, at her 
side; but Margaret had her own idea of the matter, and 
remained silent 
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DO¥N WITH THE TYRANT. 

" Ha I ha ! Down ivith the tyrant ! Death to the 
Spaniard ! " shouted Ike, as he rushed into the kitchen, 
brandishing Paul's old artillery sword that had hung so 
long on the wall. He struck an attitude, and then struck 
the upright portion of the stove funnel till it rung with 
the blow, and Mra. Partington, with amazement on her 
countenance and the glass lamp in her hand, stood look- 
ing at him. Ike had been reading the thriUing tale of 
the "Black Avenger, or the Pirate of the Spanish 
Jfcin," and his " intellects," as Sir Hugh Evans might 
Bay, were absorbed by the horrible, 

"Don't, Isaac, dear," said Mrs. Partington, and she 
spoke in a gentle, but firm tone. " You are very scarify- 
ing, and it don't look well to sec a young boy acting so. 
It comes, I know, of reading them yellow cupboard 
books. You should read good ones; and if you won't 
touch that again I will let you have my big Bible, king 
James's aversion, with the beautiful pictures. I declare, 
I don't know what I shall do with you if you carry on 
so. I am afraid I shall have to send you to a geologi- 
cal cemetery to get the old sancho out of you." 

The point of the sword was lowered as it was making 
a passage for a dark spot in the centre panel of the door; 
the eye cf the boy, so fiercely lit by tho spirit of the 
"Black Avenger," became mild and laughing, as he 
said he was only " making b'lieve," and Mrs. Partington 
gave him a penny as she disarmed him. What a visible 
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emotion of peanuts became manifest aa he grasped tin 
copper and made tracks for tiio door, and climbed ove! 
the snow drills to reach tlie grocer's opposite ! 



MRS. PARTINGTON AND THE CLERK. 

"J& the steamer signified, BirV asked Mrs. Parting- 
ton at the telegraph station. 

" Yes'm," replied the clerk, who was busily engaged 
turning over the leayes of his day-book. 

" Can you tell me," continued she, "if the queen'a 
encroaehment has taken place yet 'J" 

" Some say she is encroaching all the time," said the 
clerk, looking pleasantly at tlie old lady, and evidently 
pleased with hia oWn Smartness. 

" That ;3U'tK>3siblej" responded the venerable dame ; 
" kit," said &B to herself, " how could ke bo expected 
to know about sucli things ? and yet there is no reason 
why he should n't, foe all the bars to science, 'notamy 
and them things, is Tet down^aW-a-days, and Natur is 
shown all undressed, hke a puppet-show, sixpence a 

^Oood mormng, sir," said she, as he bowed her out; 
and as shq p^sed down the stairs her mind, grasping the 
manifold Bilbjects of the telegraph, queen, and facilitiea 
-in science, became obliTionS. m a fog. 
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THOUGHT FOR THANKSGIVING DAY. 

Tnis day, long celebrated in New Eogland, again 
returns, amid whose festivities the heart expands itself 
and awaies anew to cheerful life. Thougli the whole 
year has bound it with selfish fetters, and it has pursued 
unremittingly its aim of worldly gain or worldly ad- 
Vdneement, on this day all the avenues to its genialities 
are thrown open, and troops of kindly feelings, long 
strangers, come thronging back to their early home, as 
their possessors return, on this glad season, and revisit 
the source from whence they sprung. 

It is a time of gleo and a time of thankfulness, — the 
twin feelings of the season. The ioy of meeting after 
long separation ; the gathering of n.endly faces about 
the generous board ; the hilarious song and the graceful 
dance; the sports of childhood, and the heart- mingling 
of youth old enough and willing to love, — all are- wor- 
ship, and offerings of thankfulness, where sweet inno- 
cence lends its charm. 

It was known, months ago, tbat Tom was to come 
liome from the city to Thanksgiving. He had been gone 
a whole year, and when his great red face had disap- 
peared it seemed for a while as if the sun had ceased to 
shine. His first letter was an event in the lives of " the 
old folks at home," and Tom's sisters; and Tom's sisters 
had to carry the letter all round the neighborhood, that 
people might see how well he could write, and what 
15 
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proper words he used, and how he crossed his t'a and 
minded hia i's. But Tom has -VFritten many letters since, 
and the novelty has worn off; but the affection around 
tho old homestead is as bright as ever. And Tom ia 
actually coming home to Thanksgiving, and the girls 
will pinch his red cheeks and tease him with their kind- 
nesses as they used to do. His last letter tells hia 
father that he must have the mare at the depot by six 
o'clock. The girls insist that they will drive down to 
meet him; they're not afraid of a horse, not they, 
and go they will. The house is swept, and tho wood is 
piled up in the best-room fire-place, and the floor ia 
newly sanded, and the chair with the new tidy that 
'Bella has knit is in its place for Master Tom when 
he comes ; for Tom has got to be a character, and it 
is a question if more preparation could be made for a 
king's reception. The old folks talk of his coming, and 
a softer expression than usual mingles in their voices, 
and the clock is watched for the hour of his appearing. 
Here they are at last ! And tho red-faced boy gets out. 
Father ! Mother ! God bless you both ! — and he is a 
child again, — the child of the old homestead, — and 
he loves every stick in the old house better than ever 
before. 

It 13 not time to talk yet about the big city, — that la 
■served for the evening, when they are seated round the 
ileerful fire. Now he must answer the questions about 
his health, and if his last stockings fitted, and what he 
thonght when he heard his aunt Deborah had got mar- 
ried, and if his cousin John had given hira the Iittlo 
Eible his old schoolmistress sent him, — they knew he 
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had because Tom had said so in a letter home, — and if 
he heard that his cousin Sally had got a baby ! 
Heavens ! how the questions pour in upon him, and 
will, until he geta his turn to ask, and theirs comes to 
answer. 

This is a picture-sample of a thousand such. Freights 
of happiness are home on every railroad car ; the steam 
whistle of the locomotive conveys a thrill of pleasure to 
many a listening heart ; the hum of business palls the 
ear that hstens for happiness, and the shutters are put 
up forone day, — the heart's jubilee. 

ThfJugh sin and escess may mark and mar its hikr- 
ity, an aggregate of joy remains to it commensurate with 
the virtue that remains to us. The noise of the turkey 
is heard in the land ; ovations are made to the genius of 
plenty; groaning tables pave the way to groaning 
stomachs, and thankfulness works its way out between 
the scant apertures left in compact stomach stowage. 

Heaven give the rich heart to help the poor, and to 
make them thankful on this day, in spite of the three 
hundred and sixty-four other days of hardship and pri- 
v^on! 
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PEACE INCULCATED. 

" Better ia a crust of bread and quietness therewith 
tiiaji a stoliid ox and strife," said Mrs. Partington, as sha 
heard the noise of wrangling in it neighbor's house. It 
■was a Sunday morning, and Ike was cleaning his shoes 
bj the door with the clothes-brush. " Why can't folks 
live in peace, without distention? How much people 
have to answer for that causes animosity in a neighbor- 
hood ! Thank Heaven, I 've never done anything of the 
kind that lay conscience acquits me of. " 

With what a feeling this was uttered ! And the sun- 
light camo into the window, and looked through her specs 
down into her soul, and it was as calm there as the bot- 
tom of a well, not disturbed by Ike's whistling "Old 
Dan Tucker" as an accompaniment to his brush, 



HUMAN NATURE. 

Seat eleven millionaires in an omnibus, and scat 
between them one old woman who has but five coppers 
in the world, which she intends to invest in that one 
ride. When the collector comes in, and the old lady 
takes out her antique wallet to pay him, it is Curious to 
observe the avidity and eagerness with which the million- 
aires watch her operations, and peep over to catch a 
glimpse at the interior of the wallet. That ia human 
nature. 



o.ied by Google 



MR. STEADFAST S SOLILOQUY. 



MR. STEADFAST'S SOLILOQUY. 

Well, my mind 's at last made up. I 'm going against 
rum, this 'lection, I've made up my mind on that pint, 
and there 's no shaking me. AVhen I say my mind 's 
made up, folia may know irhat to depend upon. Yes, I 
go against rum. It 'a timo we looked about us. It 'a 
time the people got their eyes open to the evil, — and 
I 'm one of 'cm. But (stopping suddenly) the party ! 
— what would the party say ? I did n't think of that lie- 
foi-e. The party, of course, must be looked to. Wliat 
could we do without party 1 Where would the Union be, 
and our institutions and what-do-ye-call-its, if it was n't 
for the party, I should like to know 1 Party is oar egeus, 
our pal-pal-what 's his name. But I can't go against rum 
without going against party. If I vote against rum, and 
the temperance inspectors and constables and things are 
chosen, where would our institutions be, and our destiny 
as a nation, and the respect of people abroad, who we 
don't care a copper about 1 Andthen, if Ivoteforparty, 
and rum triumphs, it would go on, undermniing our moral 
institutions and our physical constitutions. So, hang 
me, betwixt 'em both, if I know what to do ! I have it. 
I 'II EoakA compromise between cold water and rum, and 
make it half rum and the other half rum-and-wat«r. 
That 's the ticket, and my mind 's made up to voto it 
When my mind 's made up, there 's no moving me . 
15* 
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ME.S. PARTINGTON RUHALIZING, 

Mr3. Partingtos and Ike were huckleberrying in tho 
country, and a large swamp ivas wearily canvassed to 
find the quart wliich ehe bore in her five-quart pail. 
She despaired of filling it. 

" Look here, aunt," said Ite, in a sort of confidential 
whisper, " look in there and see what a lot of 'em." 

There was a smile upon tho face of the boy, that 
betokened mischief, or it might have been a gleam of 
satisfaction at the prospect of filling the pail ; but certain- 
ly a smile was round tlie little mouth, and tho eye caught 
it, and a roguish twinkle like a sunbeam lay sparkling 
there. 

" I see ! " said tho old lady, and a moment later the 
log-cabin bonnet, borrowed for the occasion, was seen 
above the tops of the bushes, its restlessness indicating 
its wearer's activity. Ike remained outside. 

Fizz-z-z — Euzz-z-z ! — what was that 1 — a humble- 
bee, as we are a sinner. Another and another. The log 
cabin was besieged, and Mrs. Partington rushed franti- 
cally from tho bushes, swinging the tin pail and crying 
" Shoo ! shoo ! " with all ber might. It was a trying 
tune for the widow of Corporal Paul. And fte did not 
escape, for a big bumblebee attacked him, and he roared 
heartily with a sting upon bis cheek. The laugh disa^)- 
peared. 

At tho recital of their troubles at home, people re- 
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garded the matter aa a trick of Ike's ; but how could he 
have kaown about the humblehee's nest being in there 1 
Mrs. Partington avowed that she "never was so frus- 
trated by anything in her born days," and the people 
believed her. She thinks, notwithstanding the bees, that 
she would like to have a " villain" in the country, and 
become an " amatory" iarma'. 



YENTILATION. 

In the course of his rambles in tho country, ]Ur. 
Spotgam called at a poor-looking house by the road-sido 
to inquire the whereabouts of a trout brook which he 
supposed to be in the vicinity. Some pretty children 
attracted his attention, and ho stepped inside the door to 
play with them, and invest a few cents in their affection. 
Their father came in a moment afterwards, and appeared 
somewhat confused to find a stranger in his humble 
domicile. 

"Warm, sir," said he, wiping his forehead; "wife, 
throw up the window, and let us have a mouthful of fresh 
air." 

Mr. Spotgam looked at the window about to be 
thrown up, and saw with pain that every square of glass 
had beetf broken oat. His mind turned to a nice matlio- 
matical calculation, in which he endeavored to make out 
the difference between the quantity of air received through 
an open window and one with no glass in it, and gave it 
up in despair. 
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LETTER FROM IKE, IN THE COTINTKY. 

HiLLTor, Sept. 10. 1852. 
& EAR Bob — I lyish you 
5/ was up here, and the 
way wo would train you 
would n't be slow. There 
is boys enough up here, 
but they don't know 
nothing. When I first 
come they did n't know 
how to play jack-stones .' 
But you'd better be- 
lieve I soon made 'em 
fly round. I 've fouud 
enough to do since I 've been here. We 've got a, boat, 
and we go out swimming every day. The boat tips over 
ever so easy, and don't you think, the other day, 
when we were out with the girls, we tipped over right 
where the water was overhead, and wo all had to get 
onto her bottom,- I was n't at all skeered, though every- 
body said they knowed I did it on purpose. But yon 
know I wouldn't. 

We 've had some prime fun out a gunning. Wo did n'l 
kill anything only some tame pigeons ; but wo put some 
green beans into the gun and shot the dog, and he ki-hi'd 
just as if he did n't Jike it. I can fire at a mark first-rate. 
I wish you could rco the goose I made with whocl-greaae 
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on tlie newly-painted barn-door,— it'apeppered brim full 
of holca. There '8 lota of apples and peaches, and if jou 
■was here we'd be in among 'em. There's some over 
there in the pasture just lito some in our garden, but 
them in the pasture is best, and they belong to the old 
captain, and he '9 a cross old fellow, and I should like to 
fix him, cause he set his dog on me t' other day, because 
I fired au apple at one of his hens, and broke a square of 
glass. lie '3 a real cross old chap, and has n't got nc 
frionda. 

There 'a some fine ponda here, and lots of mud turtles, 
hut all that is humbug about their leavmg their ahell 
when you put a coal of fire onto their backs, beeaase 
I 'to tried it. It makes 'em go it, though, I tell you. 
Our dog is first-rate for catching of 'em, and I got a 
dozen of 'em t' other day to bring home; and put 'em in 
a barrel, and forgot all about 'em, and there they stayed 
for ton days. I put 'em in the water again, and away 
they went. Don't you think, Bob, I caught a big bull 
paddock and harnessed him the other day, and you should 
have seen him kick when I let him go. 

I don't like the oxen they have here, because they 
don't laugh, and when they are hauling anything they 
aeem to do it unwilling like, and look surly and cross. 
Reasoning with 'em don't do no good. I ride the horse 
to water and drive the geese out of the com. Up in the 
com yesterday I found what I thought was a great big 
■ffater-melon, and when I got over the wall and cut it 
it turned out to be a green punkin. 

They have begun to make sweet cider, and I don't seo 
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what people ever want to mate sour cider for when thia 
is so nice. 

I s'pose school he^Ina soon, and the old woman will 
want me to come home ; but I don't want to a mite. 

Tell Jim Jones I've swapped my jackknife, and got 
a bran-new hawkey that I cut myself in the bushes. 

Good-by, Bob. Write to me if you 've had any fun 
this summer, and I am yours in clover. 

Ike Partington. 



OUT OP PLACE. 

"Does your arm pain you much, sir?" asked a 
young lady of a gentleman who had seated himself near 
her, in a mixed 'assembly, and throT^ii his arm across the 
back of her chair, and slightly touched her neck. 

" No, miss, it does not ; but why do you ask'! " 

" I noticed it was considerably out of place, sir," re- 
plied she; "that 'sail." 

The arm was removed. 
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TENDER NAMES. 



There are people, in the romantic period of their lives, 
who delight in bestowing tender terms upon objects of 
their affection, borrowed from the pretty things of nature 
or fancy, such as "My Eose Bad," "My Pink," " My 
Diamond," "My Lily," or some such nice and delicate 
name. Of all that we have ever heard, however, the 
Irish term, "My Bloomer," sounds to us the best. 

These terms are all well enough when used in private 
endearment, but when uttered in the presence of others 
they operate with a most nauseating elfect. Fancy a 
man, brimfull of the charms of his Dulcinea, to whom he 
has given some romantic appellative, coming into a tailor's 
shop, among the forty girls there employed, of whomhis 
heart's hope is one, and asking if his " Rose Bud " is 
present, or addressing her as his " Rose Bud," if she be 
there. If the girl has any sense she will prove a " Rose 
Bud " with a thorn when she gets him out somewhere. 

We had a firiend who was smitten with this mania for 
pretty names, and had adopted the romantic one of " My 
Light ' ' for his idol ; and for several years she had lighted 
his path and his pocket in the way that lovers under- 
stand. It grew near the period when the word was to 
be spoken that should make them "one fiesh," when, 
calling at her dwelling one evening, he asked tho house- 
girl, who met him in the entry, if his "Light" was 
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"No," said she, "your light has just gone out-^ 
with Mr. ," naming an old rival. 

Jcaloua paing seized him ; he rushed to his boarding- 
house, dashed madly up siairs, three at a time, opened 
his drawer, and, seizing a,~~pen, wrote a letter that 
extinguished his "Light" forever. It was a severe blow 
to his spirit, and in six months from the time of his 
disappointment the poor fellow committed matrimony 
with another and a more steady " Light," the flame of 
which hums undimmed even now. 



LEARNING TO RELISH IT. 

We were surprised to see Mr. Slow at an opera one 
evening. Leaning over the back of his seat, we re- 
marked that we had an impression that he did n't like 
opera music. 

"I never did," said he, "till lately; but I've been 
eddicating for it. It can be done. Talk about natur's 
having all to do with it ! that 's all humbug. Natur 
don't have any more to do with it than she does with 
leamin us to eat tomatoes, nor sardines, nor olives, — 
but by eddieation we come to like 'em. That 's jest the 
way with opery music. The first time you don't like it ; 
then you get another taste, and it 's better ; then you go 
a little further, and it 's firat-mte. There '-j nothing like 
eddieation. Natur is well enough in her place, but 
eddieation does the job." 

Mr. Slow looked grave aa he uttered this oracular 
wisdom, and his auditors admired. 
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PHLEBOTOMY A DISEASE. 

" Do you think people are troubled as much Tnth 
Seabottomry, now, doctor, as they used to be before they 
diskivered the auti-bug bedstead"!" asked Mrs. Part- 
inoion of the doctor of the old school who attended upon 
the fiimiiy -where she was staying. 

"Phlebotomy, madam," said the doctor gravely, "is 
a remedy, not a disease." 

"Well, well," replied ahe, "no wonder one gets 'em 
mixed up, there is so many of 'cm. We never heard in 
rtlrl times of tonsora in the throat, or embargoes in the 
head, or neurology all over us, or consternation in the 
bowels, as we do now-a-days: But it's an ill wind that 
don't blow nobody no good, and the doctors flourish on 
it like a green baize tree. But of course they doa't 
have anything to do with it, — they can't make tham 
come or go." 

The doctor stepped out with a genteel bow, and the 
old lady watched him till his cabriolet had turned tho 
comer, her mind revolving the intricate subject of cause 
and efiect 

16 
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HIUSUTE ORNAMENTS. 

" Well ! " said Mrs. Partington, as elae leaned for- 
ward, with her hands resting on the window ledge, and 
peered out into the street through a chink in the hlinds. 
It was n't a deep well, expres=!ivo of content or satiafac- 
tion, but it was ao ejaoulatory well, that found expres- 
sion at some object which she had witnessed in the 
etreet. "Well," said she, " I hope that man is married, 
I declare I do ; because, if ho is n't, I 'm sure he never 
will be, for a dreadfuler looking creature I never did see, 
with them mustjchokes on his mouth — nobody would n't 
have him. I've heerd 'em say that Heaven's best gift 
to man was woman ; I should say that the next best gift 
was a raaor to such £b man as that. Folks did n't take 
pride ia looking bad in old times ! " 

She turned thoughtfully to the wall, where hung in 
military rigidity that profile, the cherished gem of by- 
gone art, the counterfeit presentment of manly grace. 

"Ah, Paul!" sighed the dame, "yon was an ornament 
of your specie, and the cheapest among ten thousand, or 
fnoTc! " She emphasised the "more," aa if the con- 
trast was very great mdeed between Paul an<l him who 
had passed. But the profile took no notico of what she 
said ; its gaiie, chained to perpetual straightforwardness, 
looked never to the right or left ; though, at times, sho 
eaid it bore a kinder expression about the mouth. But 
this must have been her fancy, which gave to every 
object she looked upon the hues of her own benignity. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON ANB PROBATE. 

" 0, WHAT trials a poor widow liaa to go through ! " 
Bighed Mrs. Partington, rocking herself in a melancholy 
way, ani holding the morsel of maccaboy untasted 
between her thumb and finger ; " terrible trials ; and 0, 
■what a hardship it is to be executioner to an intestine 
estate— where enviable people are trying every way to 
overcome the widow's might ; where it 's probe it, probe 
it, probe it, all the time, and the more you probe it the 
worse it seems ! The poor widow never gets justice, for 
if she gets all, she don't get half enough. I liave had 
one trial of it, and if ever I should marry again, if it 
should 80 please Providence to order it, I '11 make my 
husband fabricate his will before he orders his wedding- 
cake ; — I ' 11 take Time by the foretop, as Solomon says, 
you may depend upon it." 

She here revived a little, and the subtle powder passed 
to its destination, and reported itself home by an em- 
phatic sneeze. 



Extract from a great imwritten poem of 1051 Tersest 
entitled " Ye Constabel " : — 

" Yb eonatabol from one man took 
A large and ample fee, 
I '11 cow tflks ODO from ye t'otliBr side. 
Said JO oonatabel, said he." 
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DOMESTIC PURITY IMPUGNED. 

" H-WE you got any rooms to let Iiere, marm 1 " said 
a little man to Mrs. Partington, who occupied half of a 
house, tlio other half of which was to let, and to whom 
was eutrast^d the care of answering the door-bell. 

The rooms were shown. 

" They are not large," said the little man, deprceiat- 

"Ko, sir," replied she, "they are not veryruminous; 
but here are two little bed-rooms contagious that perhaps 
you didn't see." 

He looked in, and, in a supercilious tone, muttered, 
"■Bugs!" implying want of cleanliness, — a reflection 
on the purity of the premises in her charge ! 

There is a point, as she says, where patience ceases to 
be virtuous, and she had found it. Indignation choked 
her utterance ; and the little man fortunately departed 
before it found vent. It was great, the way in which 
she slammed the door to after him, and ejaculated 
" Bugs! " till the empty rooms in eehomg it seemed full 
of bugs. It was a sublime moral spectacle. 
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DID IT HURT YOU MUCH? 

WniLOM there did dwell a barber in one of the most 
populous streets of this city, the hues of whose insignia 
by the street door, red and wbite, were typical often of 
his customer's chins as they came under his professional 
hand. Suds was a little fellow, but many a huge sis- 
footer did he have, unresisting, by the nose, and many a 
fierce eye quailed beneath the gleam of that blade whose 
edge so many had keenly felt. It was a sublime spec- 
tacle to behold bun while enjoying his momentary tri- 
umph, — his face absolutely shiny between the combined 
influence of sweat and exultation, — his razor, urged by 
the fervor of hia excitation, whirling through seas of 
snowy lather with the rapidity of thought, — his customer, 
meanwhile, with eyes shut, and breath suspended, await- 
ing tremblingly the blow that should send him forth 
noseless, a scoff and a reproach among men ; though, 
thanks to mighty science, such calamity seldom hap- 
pened, 

A farmer, who resided in the vicinity of the city, and 
supplied the people thereof with fruit, was exeeaaively 
annoyed by the boys, who would climb upon hia wagon 
and bite his apples, while inquiring the price, and pre- 
tending a desire to purchase. ' He took a big and fearful 
oath, one day, —he was a very crabbed man, —that tho 
first boy who that day took a bite should likewise take )t 
cut with it ; he swore it on his whip ! 
16* 
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He jogged ou undisturbed ; the urchins read " wliij 
lasli " in his demeanor, and judiciously gave him a ivido 
berth. But Fate, that generally has to bear the odium 
of causing all evil, — that by many is deemed a sort of 
subordinate Providence, who, in conjunction with Luck, 
another genius of the same Iddney, takes the destiny of 
men to work out by the job, — pulled the reins directly 
opposite the barber's door. 

How, Mrs. Suds had that very day charged Mr. B. to 
procure some fruit, — she did " long so to cat an apple," 
— and he, as he was looking out of his window, his last 
customer hamg deported, was minded of her request, as 
the wagon, with its rich and tempting load, stopped 
within the range of his vision. He was fond of apples 
himself, and, running hastily out, he stepped upon tho 
wagon wheel, took up an apple, and bit it, and at the 
same time inquired the price. 

Fatal bite ! — to Suds fatal as the first bite in Par- 
adise was to Adam, A whistling sound he heaid in the 
air, and then the whip, stinging with the malignity of 
concentrated spit«, fell quick upon his unguarded shoul 
ders, to his deep shame, and astonish meut, and pain. 
Jumping down as quick as he could, he stood on the 
pavement, an injured and indignant man, and fiercely 
demanded the cause of the outrage. 

The farmer had mistaken him for a boy, and, profuso 
of apology, endeavored to, appease the little lion of the 
brush by stating hia annoyance by the boys, to say 
nothing of his loss by biters, and his determination to 
put a stop to it by the summary means he had given 
Suds a taate of. Suds was a reasonable man, and ad- 
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mitted that the fiirmer iras nearly right, even while he 
shrugged his shoulders with the remembered pain, and 
they parted on as good terms as the circumstances would 
admit of. 

Unfortunately for the peace of the little man, a neigh- 
bor, who loved to stir up Suds, had seen the castigation, 
and each day as he came to bo shaved would he ask 
with the tenderest solicitude, " Did U hurt you much?" 

— always after shaving, however ; for hia nose would 
certainly have been in the way during the agitation tho 
question produced, had he asked it before. That question, 
50 snecringly asked ! Human nature could n't stand it, 
patience couldn't stand it, Suda couldn't stand it ; and 
tliat question was a declaration of war with all who put 
it to him. Continual dropping will wear a stone. 

One day Suda was splitting wood in the back yard. 

— like a dentist working away among the old stumps, — 
fretting at the unrivable tenacity with which they held 
together, when, sticking his axe into one apparently 
on the point of yielding, he swung it above Iiia head to 
bring it down upon a block, and thus force the axe 
effectively through the tough fibres. The axe, with the 
wood adhering, was raised aloft, — the blow was about to 
he struck, but, slipping from the iron, the block took 
another direction, and fell heavily upon the hatless poll 
of the unfortunate barber. 

His wife had seen the whole proceeding from the 
window, and, rushing out to ascertain the extent of the 
damage, she anxiously inquired, " Mr. Suds, did it 
hurt you much ? " To say that fire flashed from hia 
*yea would be inadequate, — chain-lightning alone could 
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typify the glance he gave the solicitous Rli-a. S. — and a 
small thunderbolt like a billet of wood darted upon the 
wings of a fierce anathema at her devoted head. She 
dodged the missile, and a smashed window remained a 
monument of his passion. 

Poor Suds ! he soon removed from that locality, and 
the little shop where he shaved, and sheared, and suf- 
fered is obliterated by the huge granite piles that indicate 
the progressivenesa of commerce. 
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■FARE, MA'AM." 

T do you do dear?" 

I said Mis Pirting- 

l^jton srailmgly shaking 

" L hauls with Burhank, in 

I the Dock square omni- 

as he held out hia 

Kfi^e defter digits to- 

rla her 

Fare ma am '"said 

I' he m reply to her in- 

u qmry 

Well I m shore, 
I m glad of it, and 
how are "the folks at home?" 

" Fare, ma'am ! " continued he, sti!! extending his hand. 
The passengers were interested. 

"How do you like Boston?" screamed she, as the 
omnibus rattled over the stones. 

" Fare, ma'am ! " shouted he without drawing back his 
hand ; "I want you to pay me for your ride ! " 

" ! " murmured she, "I thought it was some one 
that knowed me," and rummaged down in the bottom of 
her reticule for a ticket, finding at last five copper cents 
tied up in the corner of her handkerchief — the " hat 
war" handkerchief, with the stars and stripes involved 
iu it, and the action of the Constitution and Guerriere 
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stomped upon it. But the smilo she had given him at 
first was not withdrawn — there was no allowance made 
for mistakes at that counter — and he went out, with a 
lighter heart and a heavier poojiet, to catch t' other coach. 



PATIN» PROMPTLY. 

" If there is any place in this world where I like to 
ransack business more than another," said Mrs. Parting- 
ton, with animatiou, untjing from the comer of her hand- 
kerchief a sum of money she had just received, " if there '3 
any place better than another it 's a hank. There 's no 
dilly dalliance, and beating down, and bothering you with 
a thousand questions, till you don't know whether youi 
heels are up or your head is down; all you have to do is 
to put your bill on the counter, and they payjt without 
saying a word." 

The old lady had presented a check for a quarter's 
pension-money, received on account of Paul, who, in the 
"last war," served a fortnight in fortifying Boston 
harbor, and got mortar in his eyes, which hurt hia 
" visionary organs " so that he took to glasses. 
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"MEMENTO MOBY/ 



B Old Koger left: boai-ding at No. 47, he for- 
feited all regard of the quiet inmates of the house by the 
perpetratiou of the following atrocity, which was the 
true reason of his leaving, and not the quality of the 
bread-pudding, as many believed. Mory, the Kilby 
street clerk, got married, and moved off. It had always 
been a custom with Mory to pile his dishes up in a 
cujious manner, after he had used them, — eups, aaucei^, 
plates, in a heterogeneous heap. A day or two after 
his departure from the house. Old Roger was observed 
piling his cup and saucer and plates in the same manner, 
and he took those of his neighbor to add to the pile. 
The hoarders watched him silently, in much surprise, 
and one of them, a little holder than the rest, ventured 
to ask him what he was doing that for. 

" 0," said Roger, very placidly, crowning the pile he 
had made with the cover of the sugar-bowl, " I am only 
erecting a memento Mory." 

Mr. Elifkins, the serious man, exhorted the more 
volatile hoardera on the impropriety of laughing at such 
an outrageously sacrilegious use of a respectable dead 
language. From that day Roger had cold shoulder for 
dinner, and the coldness of the landlady became sud- 
denly manifest in cold potatoes, and in the rheumatic 
condition of his room attic: ao he left. 
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MESMERISM. 

" Do you believe in mesmeriam f " we asked of Mrs. 
Partington, as she dropped alongside of us yesterday 
morning, like a jolly old seventy-four. 

' ' Believe what 1 ' ' said she, sitting down in the other 
chair. 

The question involved an answer from us of some 
fifteen minutes' length, running through the whole of 
mesmerism, clairvoyance, and psychological phenomena, 
like a knitting-needle running through a ball of yam. 

" 0, yes," said she, " I believe all of that, and I Imow 
a case in pint, to prove it. When Miss Jeems had her 
silver-plated spoons extracted, — that was her mother's 
afore her, and she aot a sight by 'em, — she come away 
to Boston to see a miaerymiscr, I b'leve you call it. 
Well, he told her jest where her spoons was, and who 
stole 'em, and all about it, and the color of his hair, and 
all that. Well, she gin him a dollar, and when she got 
home she went right where the spoons was, and could n't 
find a thing about 'em. No, no, that isn't the story, 
nuther; 't is about Sally Sprague and her beau. You 
see" 

At this instant the door opened, and company camo 
in, and Mrs. Partington, pleading an excuse that she 
wanted to tend one of the "adversary meetings," sub- 
sided, like a wave upon the shore. 
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A SLIGHT MISTAKE. 

Mr. Vbrigbees, passing by the entrance to a ball 
where some sable mioatrels were estibiting, saw a black 
fellow coming out through the arch. Mr. V. stopped 
and looked at him earnestly, at which the colored gentle- 
man was rather indignant, and demanded what he was 
looking at. 

" Nothin' pertickler," said Mr. V. " I vi"as jest lookin 
ter see what a plaguy difference there is betwixt you 
now, and last night, when you wor a singin in there. I 
^■ouldn't a b'leeyed it was the same individooal." 

Mr. V. put his hands in his pockets and walked along. 



CONSIDERABLY TRUE. 

We find it stated in a paper that a well-bred woman, 
if surprised in a somewhat careless costume, does not try 
to dodge behind a door to conceal deficiencies, nor does 
she turn red and stammer confused excuses. She 
remains calm and self-possessed, and makes up in dignity 
what she may want in decoration. This is true. The 
most sensible woman we ever saw was one who, when Ler 
husband took us home on a washing day to look at his 
new bouse, never made one word of apology for the con- 
fusion that existed, nor onco begged us not to " look 
ronnd." 

17 
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OLD BULL'S CONCERT. 

" Old Bull's concert ! " said Mrs. PartiEgton, glanc 
iog lip from her knitting as she read the announcement 
of the grand concert on Saturday evening, and she smiled 
as the ridiculous fancy ran tlirough her mind, like a grass- 
hopper in a, stubble field, of an old bull giving a concert. 
"And yet it isn't ao very wonderful," continued she, 
" for I remember a cat and canary that lived together, 
and one or t' other of 'cm used to sing beautifully. But 
I wonder what he plays on." 

Ike suggested that he played on one of his own horns, 
which seemed to be reasonable, 

" I am glad he is going to g-ive his concert, because, 
when I went down to hear a great artisan play on a 
violence, as they called it, though I found out afterwards 
it was nothing but a fiddle, they were going to charge a 
dollar till I told 'cm I was one of the connections of the 
Post, and they let me in. I can't think what music an 
old ball can make, I 'm sure. It must be very uproari- 
ous, I should think, and better fitted for overtuma than 
for paatureal music." 

She closed her critique with a pinch of snuff, and got 
on to her wires again like a telegraphic despatch, and 
went ahead, while Ike amused himself by scratching hia 
name with a board nail in magnificent Koman capitals 
upon the newly-painted panel of the kitchen door. 
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ANGULAR SAXONS. 

"I don't know," said Mra. Partington, and the ex- 
pression, considered as a mere abstraction, was true, for 
there are some that have more of the world's wisdom 
and a better knowledge of grammar tian tho dame ; for 
the school for her teaching was not one of letters. 
But let us hear her. " I don't know," said she, " about 
these Angular Sasons being any better than our old- 
fashioned ones." 

Ike had been reading to her an article upon the des- 
tiny of the Anglo-Saxon race. 

" And aa for the race, Isaac," and her voice fell to a 
pitch of deep solemnity aa she spoke, " it is n't proper at 
all ; for when a funeral goes too quick — to say nothing 
about racing — it always is a forerunner, sometimes, 
that somebody '11 die before the year 's out The old 
Baxons were full fast enough, naturall'y ; and arter the 
pariah gin our saxon the surfeit of plate for his officious 
services, it spruced him right up, and it seemed as if it 
would have pleased him to bury all of 'em, he was so 
grateful. No, no, we don't waot any Angular Saxons, 
Isaa<!, when our own arc full good enough." 

Ike, aa she was talking, had amused himself with 
tying the old lady's snuff-box in the corner of his hand- 
kerchief and was experimentally swinging it around his 
head ; and she ceased just aa the box, released from the 
knot, daahed against the opposite side, scattering tho 
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pungent powder in plenteous profusion upon the sanded 
floor. Of course he did n't mean to do it, and that was 
all that saved him. 



WATER GAS. 

"Well, that is a discovery ! " exclaimed Mrs, Pai-t- 
ington, smilingly ; and she stood with a small pitcher in 
her right hand, her left resting upon the table, and her 
eyes fixed upon the flame of a glass lamp, that sputtered 
a moment and then shot out a light that irradiated every 
part of the little kitchen, and revealed the portrait of 
Paul upon the wall, and Ike asleep by the fire. She 
spoke to herself; it was a way she had; she met with 
no contradiction from that quarter. " This is a discov- 
ery I Where is Tom Paine and his gas now, I should like 
to know? Here I 've been and filled this lamp up with 
water, and it bums just as well as the real ile." 

The experiment was perfectly triumphant ; the prob- 
lem of light from water was demonstrated ; and yet, 
with this vast fact revealed to her, Mrs. Partmgton, with 
a modesty equal to that of the great philosopher who 
picked up a pocket-ful of rocks on the shore of the 
great ocean of truth, smiled with delight at her discovery, 
nor once thought of getting out a patent or Belling 
rights. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON AT THE OPERA. 

We were surprised, at the opera, last CTcning, by 
having a hand placed upon our shoulder. It was a 
gentle touch ; altogether unhke certain other touches on 
the shoulder that delinquent men so much dread. It 
came at a time when we were all absorbed by the melody 
of the charming Sontag, and were provoked at the in- 
trusion. 

" Will you he kmd enongh to lend me your obscrv- 
atoiy f " asked a voice that wo thought we remembered. 

Looking round, "Great heavens!" we cried, " Mr3. 
Partington!" 

It was, indeed, that estimable dame, but yet it was 
not ; for the black bonnet had disappeared, and a new 
rigolette adorned her venerable poll, beneath which every 
sprig of wavy gray was securely tucked. But the smile 
was there, as warm as a, June morning at nine o'clock. 
She repeated the request to use the pearl and diamond- 
studded opera-glass, that we had hired at Fctridge's for 
twenty-fivo cents, — denominating it an "observatory." 

"Is this the right pocus'?" said she; "Is'posel shall 
have to digest it to my sight, for my poor visionary orgies 
are giving out." 

She levelled both barrels at the singers at once, and 
brought them down to her, and Pozzolini directed three 
successive appeals to her tenderness. 

"Ita'nH no use," said she, as she handed the glass: 
IT* 
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" I can't understand better witb that, — I sIiouIl 
bonghtone of the lab'ratories at the door." 

She beat time gracefully to the music for a while upon 
the cover of her snaff-hox, and thea ivont oat, like an 
exhausted candle, to try and light ou Ike, ivho iras 
trading for a jackuifc with another boy on the gallery 
Btairs, 



A SLIGHT MISAPPREHENSION. 

Mus. Partington was at Thackeray's last lecture, — 
Mr. T. had kindly sent her a card, admitting one, — and, 
forgetting the theme of the lecture, she leaned over the 
scat and asked the gentleman before her what the subject 
was. 

" Goldsmith and Sterne, mem," was the reply ; " but 
he is on Sterne, first." 

. Mrs. Partington blushed. There was evidently u 
question agitating her mind ob to whether she should 
tarry and hear a lecture from a person so ridiculously 
postured as Mr. T. must appear. She looked around, 
meditating a retreat; but the avenue to escape was blocked 
up, and she thought she might as well stay it out. 
She watched tremblingly for Mr. Thactcray, and was 
much relieved by seeing him standing perpendicularly 
before her. She thought eiie must have mistaken tho 
meaning of her informant. 
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APOLLYON BONYPART. 

""When will the world get rid of this Apollyon Bony- 
pavtl" said Mrs. Partington, as Ike threw down the 
paper in which he had read a comparison between the 
" 18th Brumaire" and the " coup d'etat." In the un- 
eertaaa glimmerings of her memory, she confounded the 
nephew and uncle, and her thought took the course tho 
dim reminiscence pointed. 

"Apollyon Boaypart ! I remember all about him, 
and his eighteenth blue mare too. I always wondered 
where he got so many of 'em, — 'Something like. the 
woolly horse, I guess, — and when ho was transplanted 
to Saint Domingo, Isaac, folks went up to the King's 
Chapel to sing tedium about it, because they were glad 
cf it. And now be 's come back agin, with ali his blue 
mares with him." 

The dropping of a stitch brought her down from tho 
new hobby she was riding so furiously, and Iko drew a 
picture of a blue mare, in chalk, upon the newly-wasbed 
kitchen floor. 



Mrs. Partington says she don't see why people 
want to bo always struggling for wealth ; for hor part, 
she afErms that all she wants is food and raiment and 
clothes to wear to meeting. 



o.led by Google 



PAUL AND POLITICS. 



PAUL AND POLITICS. 



■--• iii " ^'' 



AS Paul inclined to poli- 
tics V we asked of Mra. 
Partington, as we saw tlia 
old dame reading a ' ' grand 
rally" hand-bill at the 
comer of the grocery store. 
She asked us to wait a 
moment till she "digested" 
her specs, "Inclined to 
politics!" said she, and 
her eyes rested upon the 
period at the end of the 
last lino, till she seemed 
to be meditatuijj a full stop. "lie was; but he wasn't a 
propergandei nor an oilygarchist, or an avaritionist, nor 
a demigod, as some of 'cm are ; all he wanted was an exer- 
cise of his sufferings and the use of his elective French 
eyes, as he used to saj. Ah, Heaven rest him ! " ex- 
claimed she, as her eyes rose from the period at the bottom 
of thffbill and rested on the top of the fence. " But did 
he never get an office, Mrs. P.?" we asked. "Yes, 
replied she, and we fancied the tone of her voice had an 
expression of triumph in it — enough to be perceptible, 
like three drops of paregoric in a teaspoonful of water — 
"yes, he was put one year for a hogreefer, and got 
neglected," As wo were about asking her opinion of tlia 
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new constitution, Ike came along whijtling "Jordan" 
and swinging a pint of milk, in a tin pail, aronnd lijg 
head, and the old lady forgot her politics in her solicitude 
about Ike's soiling bis new cap. 



A PREDICTION. 

Ike came running in one day daring the sleighing 
Bcaaon, with, " 0, aunt, I ju^t now saw a little boy fall 
right down under a sleigh in Washington-street ! " 

"Dear mo!" she screamed, horror-struck; "bless 
my soul ! did it hurt him much ? did it kill him instant- 

" 0, no, aunt ! " replied he ; " it did n't hurt him at 
all, for the sleigh had n't any horse in it." 

His face beamed with fun. 

"Ah, you disgraceless boy! " cried the old lady, with 
her finger raised, at the same time with her apron wiping 
away the mists that the momentary sympathy had gath- 
ered in her eyes ; "ah, you disgraceless boy ! you won't 
die in your bed if you tell such stories ! " 

There never was a kinder creature than she ; and, aa 
she looked on his good-natured face and sparkling eyes, 
she patted his head and gave hin an apple. 



o.led by Google 



THE DESSERT. — fiOSlON MUSIC 1 



THE DESSERT. 



"Desert, did you sayl" growled old Roger, at a 
festival supper gome time ago, to a, person who sat oppo- 
site him at the table, who had called for the dessert ; 
"come over this side, my friead, aud yoa'll have no 
occasion to call for it. It 's quite a desej't, and almost 
a pcT&ct famine here already, and has been so all the 
evening. Don't look at that turkey — that ia nothing — 
that is only a promise made to tho hope and broken to 
the stomach ; for human strength cannot divide its mem- 
bers — they are unanimously tough." And the littlo 
man recommenced ogling a ham that was rapidly disap- 
pearing in the dim distance, and mumbled cheese c 
to allay the cravings of unsatisfied appetite. 



BOSTON MUSIC HALL. 

When Mrs. Partington first visited the new Music 
Sail, she looked at the structure with great admiration. 
It'Was in the day-time, and the gas burners over tho 
edge of the cornice met her eye. Turning to ilrs. Bat- 
tlegash, who sat next to her, she remarked that every- 
^thing seemed escellent " except the out-of-the-way place 
Vhere they driv the nails for the ostriches to hang their 
coats on," and pointed to the ceiling, saying she didn't 
believe they could ever reach them. 
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TROUSSEAU OF PRINCESS WASA. 

Ike read, "At Paris, the dresstnaiera, jewellers, 
and milliaers have all been occupied in furnishing tlie 
trousseau of the Princess Wasa." 

" Stop, Isaac," said Mrs. Partington, raising her 
finger, and glancing at him over the top of her specta- 
cles; "i3 that so? " 

He assured her that it was. 

" Well," continued she, and a blush of offended mod- 
esty crossed her features, like the sun-flush on the neivly 
reddened ham-door; "that maybe the way they do 
things in Paris, but it is n't modest to begin with, A 
woman has no right to wear 'em. 'T is agin natur and 
decency. And what does she want so many of 'em for? 
She can't wear but one pair to a time, and here she haa 
got all of the dressmakers makmg trousers for her, as if 
she was going to live long enough to wear 'em out. Ah, 
women a'n't ivhat they were once ! " 

She rose suddenly as she spoke, and Ike, who was 
upon the hack of her chair, endeavoring to tie a string 
to a nail in the hig beam that traversed the ceiling, was 
thrown violently against the table, breakmg three plates 
and a teaoup in his descent. 
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STOCK OF THE REVOLUTION. 

" We have little left of the revolutionary stock, now," 
aaid the schoolmaster, as he seated himself in Mrs. Part- 
jngtoa'a back-room, and wiped his brow. There was a 
meaning in her spectaclea, aa they glanced upon him, 
responsive to his remark, but she said not a word. Draw- 
ing a chair towards her, she smilingly stepp^ upon it, 
and, standing on tiptoe, reached away back into a closet 
in which were kept the remnants of past service, — 'bottles 
and paper bags, and a heterogeneous mass of odds and 
ends that would have made the fortune of a showman, — 
the blue stocking^ revealing themselves as she prosecuted 
her search; but the schoolmaster didn't see them — 
not he. 

"Revolutionary stock!" said Mrs. Partington, and 
her voice seemed choked by the dust raised in the old 
cupboard, "here's one of 'em!" and she reached out, 
with a present-arms motion, an old musket^tock, " Here 
is a relict of the revolution that has survived the time 
tiat tired men's souls ; and, poor souls ! I should think 
they would have been tired to death with the smell of 
the powder and balls. I keep this up here a-n-ay from 
Baac, for fear he should do some mischief with it, for I 
don't want him to have nothing to do with fire-arms. 
Isn't it a relict?" 

Bless thee, Mrs. Partington ! and thou art a relict, 
thyself, more to be prized than stacks of arms ; and, did 
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thy ivaim spirit pervade tlie land, war would be no longer 
the scourge of the nations, and men ^lould not know 
fighting any more. 



PHILOSOPHY OF COUNTRY HEALTH'. 

"People may say what they will about country air 
being 80 good for 'em," said Mrs. Partington, "and how 
they fat up on it ; for my part, I shall always think it ia 
owin' to the vittles. Air may do for camamiles and 
other reptiles that live on it, but I know that men must 
have something substanialler." 

TiiG old lady was resolute in this opinion, conflict as 
it might with general notions. She is set in her opin- 
ions, very, and in their expression nowise backward. 

" It may be as Solomon says," said she; "hut I lived 
at the pasturage in a countiy town all one summer, and 
I never heerd a turtle singing in the branches. I say 1 
never heerd it ; but it may be so, too, for I have seen 
'em in brooks under the tree, where they perhaps dropped 
off. I wish some of our great naturals would look into 
it." 

With this wish for light, the old lady lighted her candle 
and went to bed. 

18 



o.led by Google 



THE PROMENADE. 



THE PROMENADE. 

We sat directly in front of Mrs. Partington at Jullien'a 
concert, one night, and weie pleased to witness the marked 
attention that she paid to tbe performance. The first 
part had heen concluded, and the fifteen minutes' mter- 
mission for promenade," announced on the bill, had been 
well spent, when we felt a fingei laid upon the arm that 
rested upon the back of the next seat, and a whispered 
voice was bieatbed mto oui smiater ear : 

" When 13 he going to carry it lound 1 " 

We looked at her inqumngly, and she looked inquir- 
ingly back again. 

" Carry it round?" 

" Yes," replied she, " the promenade here. 'T is the 
refreshment part of the entertainment, isn't it? " 

We explained to her the meaning of the word " prom- 
enade," and, with a long drawn " ! " like an extended 
cipher, she sank back into her seat. Ike was blowing 
peas at a gentleman's boot projecting through the lattice 
work of the gallery. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON IN THE CROWD. 

" Don't go anigh it, Isaac," said Mrs. Partington, 
with nervous anxiety, on the day of the great railroad 
jubilee procession, as the carriage, hearing the big gun, 
came by whore she and He were standing. She had 
been very nervous all the morning, and. had made some 
curious mistakes. "When the procession first came along, 
she waved her handkerchief at an alderman, taking 
him to be the president ; and Marshal Tukey she thought 
was Lord Elgin. 

" Don't go anigh it, — it 's one of the pesky Paxon 
guns we read of; they call 'em peace-makers because 
they tear people all to pieces ; and, depend upon it, 
Isaac, if a man got hit once or twice with such a gun as 
that, my idea is, that there would n't be much left of him. 
0, the wickedness of men, that they should learn war, 
and kill people, and spoil good clothes,, and act more like 
Kottenpots or salvages than they do like men ! They 
jay this Mr. Paxton has got up a Christian Parish in 
London, and everybody is going to sec it. Well, I hopo 
he will tend it himself, and get good, and repent of the 
evil he has done. But, I 'm sure, I hope he won't have 
any such mafihines as that, ever, to help his preach- 
ing." 

The noise of the passing crowd drowned half her 
remarks, and, at that moment, a marshal backed his 
horse near where she and Ike stood, with a command to 
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her to " stand back." It was astonishing hoiv the fliea. 
or something, troubled that marshal's horse all the whila 
he stood there. 



A CEREOUS MATTER. 

" There was a cererou9 accident iiappened doim here, 
just now, aunt," said Ike, running in hastily. 

"Dear me!" cried Mrs, Partington, dropping her 
knitfing-work, and starting from her seat in great alarm ; 
"what upon airth was it, Isaac? Was anybody killed, 
or had jheir legs and limbs broke, or what? " 

" 0," replied he, giving his top a tremendous twirl, 
that sent it round among the chairs at a great rate ; " 0, 
no ! 't was only a man capsized a box of candles, that 's 
all." 

The old lady looked at Isaac reproachfully. He will 
break her heart one of these days. Her mind, at the 
first alarm, had flown among her balsams, and bandages, 
and lints, that had lain in obscurity since the poor boy 
next door had cut his toe off; and to be thus lowered 
down from her hope of usefulness was too l)ad. Eut Ike 
went out with his top, laughing all the while, a:?.d the 
old lady subsided into the old arm-chair, and weEit on 
with her knitting. 
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ANCIENT AND MODERN REMEDIES 
CONTRASTED. 

" They don't doctor folks now aa my physician learnt 
me," said Mrs. Partington, sagely tapping her snuff-box 
hj the couch of a friend lying indisposed. Her gesture 
was very expressive, and the profundity of a whole Med. 
Fac. beamed from her spectacles. She took a. pinch of 
FarweU's subtle Maccaboy in her fingers, and shut the 
box, and laid it away in her capacious pocket, then, with 
her closed forefinger and thumb raised, Went on with her 
remarks, — ■ " They don't subscribe for folks now as they 
used to. My doctor used to tell me, —and he never 
lost any of his patience but once, and that was an old 
man of ninety-seven, whose days were shortened because 
he had n't strength to swallow, — - he used to tell me, — ■ 
and I 've been with him thousands of times with sick 
folks, — ho used to tell me, first, said he, give 'em 
apecac, to clear the stomach ; then give 'em purgatory 
to clear the bowels ; then put a blister on the neck if 
the head aches ; and have 'em blooded if there is a ten- 
derness of the blood to the head ; and put hot poultices 
on to the feet, arter soaking 'em in hot water. There 
wan't none of your Ilomerpathies, nor ITydr apathies, nor 
no other pathics then, and what was done might be sure 
it would cither kill or cure ! " 

She inhaled the dust with great unction, and the 
patient, who lay making squares and diamonds out of tho 
18* 
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rosea on the room-paper, " tliaaked God and took cour- 
age," as heartily as Bt. Paul did when he saw the three 
, that he had fallen upon times of more physical 



MU. SLOW IN THE MOON. 

Mr. Slow and Ahimelech were out looking upon the 
moon, as it gleamed above them in the sky. The moon, 
as they gazed, passed behind a dark cloud, the edge of 
which gleamed like silver. 

" How beautiful ! " said Ahimelech. 

"Yes, my son," said Mr. Slow, solemnly, "that 
'ere 'a well got up. Some people say theyhavo brighter 
moons in other places than our'n, but I say that 'a all 
moonshine. Look at it, 'Bimelech, aa it hangs up there 
now, as bright as a dollar, and don't you believe any of 
the gammoning storiea about its being a green cheese." 

" But, father," asked Ahimelech, his son, " is n't the 
Btory true about the man in the moonl " 

" Certingly, my son, certingly," said Mr. Slow, look- 
ing down at him ; " that 'a all true, that is, 'ca'i'w it 's in 
the primer." 

Ahimelech was satisfied —so waa Mr. Slow. 
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MY LITTLE BOY. 




is in no wise diffor- 
^ ent from everybody's little boy 
- 1 dare say he is no taller, 
) or tliiekerj or heavier, than ten 
thousand other hoys irho have 
k^^®" had existence, and been the 
idol of doting papas, and mam- 
and maiden aunts. Ho 
' 13 not an original hoy in a 
i single particular — I don't 
I claim him as such ; ho eats 
very much the same way, and 
\ery much the same food, as 
otliLF young gentlemen of hjs age — sleeps the same, cries 
the same, and makes up the same outrageous faces at 
ca.stor-oil, I don't care if ho is n't different. But every 
parent has a right, in fact he is bound, to think his hoy 
better than everybody's boy, by a law of nature that knows 
no contravening — will admit of none. If everybody 
sees in the picture I draw of my boy a. sketch of his own, 
let him remember it is my boy still, and not flatter him- 
self that he has a prodigy that knows no equal. 

My boy has the glory of more than a year of months 
to brag of, three of wliieh he has devoted to taking hia 
steps in the initiatory of locomotion, and escels in little 
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Qianocuvres in engmeering, of his own adoption, steering 
warily among chairs and tahles ; and, though frequently 
broaching to and foundering under a press of eagerness in 
circumnavigating the kitchen, he invariably comes up all 
right, and forgets minor adversities in the grand triumph. 

My boy is a living proof of the great truth of gravita- 
tion, as, when unlucky circumstance kicks him out of 
bed or throws him from a chair, ho invariably strikes the 
Boor ; and my boy has had knocks enough on hia head to 
realize a faith with regard to his profundity equal to 
that of Captain Cuttle in the renowned Bansby, for the 
eame reason. 

My boy understands the moral of a whip. Thus 
young, will he wield the rod in terror over the hack of 
shrinking sisterhood, nor even spare maternity in hia 
"experimental philosophy." 

My boy knows very well how to manage it when the 
slop-pail is within reach, and nothing pleases him more 
than a plentifiil ablution in soap-suds or greasy dish- 
water. 

My boy delights in experimenting in hydraulics, — 
now essaying to administer hydropathy by the dipper- 
full to a healthy floor, now sousing stockbgs into the 
water-bucket, and now putting the hair-brush into the 
sink. 

My boy fills his lather's boots with incongruities that 
do not belong there, and looks on gravely as the load is 
shaken out, wondering, apparently, why his father don't 
let it stay. 

My boy watches his chance to pull a dish, or a cup, 
or a saucer. — no matter which, — from the table : he 
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Bcems to liave an antipathy against crockery, and vivid 
viaiong of Bundered pairs remind liis iathcr daily of the 
havoc he has made in the once respectable "service," — 
hero a white and there a blue, some cracked, nraeless, 
handleless, stare him in the face. 

My boy despises all conventional rules, and nnheeda 
the suasion that would limit will ; republicanism speaks 
through every act, independence in every look, free- 
dom in every motion. 

My hoy is very decidedly partial to an ash-hole ; it is 
a spot hy him of all others to be craved ; he glories in 
an ash-hole; thereward his inclination ever points. 
David of old, in his utmost woo, couldn't have gono 
deeper into the ashes. A alove-pan ia a good substitute 
for the aah-hole ; there is a luxury in strewing the gritty 
dust about a clean carpet, that is not to be overlooked, 
and never is ; there is fun in hearing it crunch beneath 
the feet of his mother, and fun, too, in filling his mouth 
with tho fragments. I have thought, from my boy's 
predisposition to pick up gravel, that he required it to 
aid digestion. 

My boy rejoices in a dirty face. No Mohawk chief, 
in the pride of war-paint, could feel more magnificent 
tiian my boy under an application of molasses, — or any- 
thing, — he is not particular ; and no Mohawk would 
fight harder to prevent its being wiped off. 

My boy takes to sugar very readily; he was very 
quick in taking to this ; it seemed instinctive with hirn. 
I have heard of people's havmg a sweet tooth, but I 
verily believe the whole of my boy's — he has but four 
— are all sweet. 
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Mj boy 13 all-exacting in Iiia AGmimia, — demands 
sure enough, as imperious as those of a prince ; and his 
brow frowns, and his httle voice rings again, if his de- 
mands are not complied with, — principally confined, 
however, to the matter of victuals. 

My hoy is everything that is affectionate ; a laugh and 
kiss his morning and even sacrifice, and his bright black 
eyes and rosy cheeka glowing in the sunlight of a happy 
heart. His voice greets me aa I come from labor, and 
his arms encircle my neck in a sweet embrace, and his 
cheek reposes against mine in the fulness of childish 
love, and then I feel that my little boy is better than 
everybody's, and I can'tbe made to begin to believe at 
such times but that everybody must tbink so. In short, 
as Mr. Micawber might say, my boy b a trump card in 
my domestic pa<ik. 
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fHAT " Little Boy," of wliom it 
iraa our deliglit and pride to 
' / . speak, is no more. His sweet 
UliH spirit haa fled from the earth, 
and left an a«hing void in our 
■ heait and an anguish nhich 
R Will be hard to allay Tha 
^ music of his ^oice is stilkd 
the mild be-uning of his eyes is 
quenched m the dxrknesa ot 
death his iims are no more 
outstretched upon losing im- 
pulses, nor his stej speedy in 
affection s errinds the happinefs of hig smile will no 
moie impart its hlest contagion to our oi>n ipint nor 
the home places be male again pleiaant by his bright 
piesence 

\\ e weic loth that he should deptrt Then, were a 
thous'^nd ties that bound him to us We could not con- 
cene that a flower, so fair and full of piomise should 
Hither and die wtile withm our grasp We fincied that 
T\e could hedge him lound mth oui !o(e and tbit the 
glim archer couH not find access to oui foil through the 
diligence cf our watchfulness We had frigotten that 
the bnght«at and fairest are ofteneat the victims of inex- 
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orable Death, and that the roseate rohea of to-day's joy 
may he usurped to-morrow l>y the aahle drapery of aiBic- 
tioQ. 

There was much to endear him to ua. Perhaps no 
more, however, than every child possesses to a parent. 
He -was precocious to an extraordinary degree, and his 
little life was fall of childish manliness that made every- 
body love him who looked upon him. His iiss is still 
warm upon our eheek, and his smile still bright in our 
memory, replete with love and trust. We were sanguine 
of a fruitful future for him, and we had associated him 
with many schemes of happy usefiilnesa in coming life, 
and with foolish pride boasted of indications that promised 
all we hoped. Alaa ! how dark it seems now, as we 
recall the dear little fellow in his dreamless rest. He 
was smiling as we laid him beneath the co£En-lid, as if 
the spirit in parting had stamped its triumph, on the coW 
lips, over the domiaion of Death. 

That " Little Boy" waa our idol, and there were those 
— well-meaning people too — who would expostulate, 
and shake their heads gravely, and say that we loved him 
too much ; as if such a thing were possible, where a 
heing of such qualities was making constant drafts upon 
our affection. It is our greatest consolation that we 
loved him so well, — that tiiere was no stint or limit to 
the love we felt for him, — that hfe happiness and our 
own were bo promoted by that affection, that it was almost 
like the pangs of death to relinquish him to the grave. 

It seems almost a sin to weep over the young and 
beautiful dead; but it must be a colder philosophy than 
ours to repre^ tea:ta when bending over the lifeless form 



o.led by Google 



MY LITTLE BOY. 217 

of a dear child. We may know that the paiiu of oarlh 
are eschanged for the joya of heaven ; ive may admit the 
selfishness of our woe, that would interpose itaolf between 
the dead and their bappmess ; we may listen to and allow 
the truth of gospel solaces, and cling to the hope of a 
happy and endless meeting in regions beyond the grave ; 
but what can fill the void which their dreary absence 
makes in the circle which they blessed, where every 
association tends to recall them'? 

Thus it seems when the heart is first bereft, when the 
soiTow is new, and we sit down in our lone chamber to 
think of it and brood over it. But we know that afflic- 
tion must become softened by time, or it would ho 
unbearable. And there are many reflections that tlio 
mind draws firom its own stores to yield after-comfort. 
Memory forgets nothing of the departed hut the woe of 
separation, and every association connected with thtm 
becoraea pleasant and joyous. We ace them, " with their 
angel plumage on; " we feel them around ua upon view- 
less wings, filling our minda with good influences and 
blessed recollections ; freed from the sorrows and tempta- 
tions and sins of cartli, and, with a holier love, they are 
still ministering to us. 

It is one of the immunities of grief tliat it pour itself 
out unchecked ; and everybody who has a little boy like 
ihia we have lost will readily excuse this fond and mourn- 
ful prolixity — this justifiable lamentation. But 

" Wfl ahaU all go hone to our Fatlier'a house — 
To our Father's house in tiie eMes, 
Where the hope of our souls shall have oo blight, 
Our love no broken tiea ; 

19 
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TVe sball roam on the 'baoka of the Bivor of Peace, 

And bathe in, ifa blissful tide ; 
And one of the joys of our beayeo shafl be — 

The little boy that died." 



' To talk of a taan worth his millions giving a few 
thousands of dollars in charity, is well enough," said 
old Roger; "ho should he praised for it; but what is 
his act compared nith that of the poor woman who buys 
a pint of oil from her own hard earnings, and carries it 
hi a hrokcn-necked bottle to a sick neighbor, poorer than 
herself, to cheer the gloomy hours of the night 'J What 
is his act compared with hers, I should lite to Imowl 
Not thai!" 

And ho snapped his fingers, and felt sustained in his 
high estimate of the poor woman's small donation. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON ON REMEDIES. 

" This is an age of enervation in mediciae, sure 
enough ! " said Mrs. Partington, as she glanced at tho 
column of new and remarkable specifics ; " why will 
people run after metaphysics and them nostrumSj when, 
by taking some simple purgatory, they can get well so 
moat It 's all nonsense, it is, and if people, instead 
of dosing themselves with calumny and hitters, would 
only take exercise and air a little more, and wash them- 
selves with care and a crash towel, thoy would be all the 
better for it." 

She said this on her own experience. As for "diet 
drink," and sumrQer beverages, Mrs. P. is very noted. 



A NE¥ INSTRUMENT. 

" Whes is he going to bring on the wioleen ? " whis- 
pered Mrs. Partington to a neighbor, at the Melodeon, 
after listening through the first part of Ole Bull's con- 
cert. 

" That 's it, ma'am, which he is now playing on." 

"Why, that's a fiddle, a'n't if! Good gracious! 
why can't they call things by their right names'! " 

And she left the hall, saying to the door-keeper, as 
she passed, that it was only d. fiddle after all 
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CRITICISM. 

A SMALL crowd gathered before a window, recently, 
to admire the figure of a cat which was there as if for 
pubhc inspection. Nearly every one was delighted with 
ita likeness to life. 

" But atillj" said AvtgustuSj "there are faults in it; 
it is far from perfect ; observe the defect in the fore- 
shortening of that paw, now ; and the expression of the 
eye, too, is bad; besides, the mouth is too far down 
under the chin, while the whiskers look as if they were 
coming out of her ears. It is too short, too " — but, as 
if to obviate this defect, the figure stretched itself, and 
rolled over ia the sun. 

" It is a cat, I vow ! " said a bystander. 

"It ia alive! " shouted Ike, delightedly clapping his 
hands. 

" Why, it 's only a cat, arter all," said Mrs. Part- 
ington, as she surveyed it through her specs; but Au- 
gustus moved on, disappointed that nature had Mien so 
far short of his ideas of perfection in the mannfecture of 
cate. 
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BLEAK HOUSE. 

" DiCEEHS ia fast getting along to the denoimcemenc 
of tho Bleak House," said Mra, Partington, as she saw 
a paragraph meutioning the approaching denouement of 
the story. "Well. I should tliink he would have 
denounced it long ago, and had it prepared, for I don't 
believe they could have made him pay one mill of rent 
unles3 he did it at hia own auction. Eleak House, in- 
deed; and Mr. Dickson a poor man, too, with aliments 
enough on him to patternise a whole hospital himself ! " 

The picture of the Good Samaritan handing the wounded 
Jew a quart bottle of Sarsaparilla Bitters attraOted her 
attention, and ebe delivered Ike a pri^-ate lecture on the 
humanities, while he sat pulling the cat's tail in tho dark 
aide of tho chimney-corner. 



ADMIRATION FOR ELOQUENCE. 

" Deak me, how iluidly he does talk! " said Mra. 
Partington recently at a temperance lecture. " I am 
always rejoiced when he mounts the nostril, for his elo- 
quence warms me in every nerve and cartridge of my 
body. Verdigrease itself could n't be more smooth than 
his blessed tongue is j" and she wiped her spectacles with 
her cotton bandanna, and never took her eyes from the 
flpeaJtor during the whole hour he was on the stand. 
19* 
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NAVES OF TUE CRYSTAL PALACE. 

" Well," said Mra. Partington, as Ike read tho para- 
graph from tlie Post that tlie decorators were at work 
on tlie two navea of the Crystal Palace. She paused at 
the "well" before she went further into it, and Ito 
stopped reading to hear what she had to say, and chewed 
up a part of the paper into spit^halls, which he amused 
himself with by throwing at the old white-pine dresser in 
thecorner. "Well," said she, — this is the same we// we 
left some time since, — " I am glad they are taking time 
by the fire-lock and looking arter the knaves aforehand. 
Knaves in the Christian parish, indeed ! But they will 
get in, the best that can be done. There 'a many a one, 
I dessay, in all parishes that has a sanctuary in his face, 
but with the cloak of hypocrisy in his heart, Eead on, 
Isaac." 

And the old lady looked up at the hlack-framod 
ancient picture of Susannah and the elderSj and patted 
her box reflcctivelj-. 
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MR. BISBEE'S CONEESSION. 

It was a rash promiso tliat I, Jeremiah Bishee, haj 
made to tho youngest Miss Tccl to gallant her to church. 
I knew that she would be offended if I did not comply, 
and yet how I felt ! The previous evening's amuscmont 
had extended well towarda daylight, and a more misera- 
bly-feeling fellow than myself never did rouse himself at 
the sound of breakfast-hell on a Sunday morning. But 
the promise was made, and the glory of a new pair of 
plaid pants and a red velvet vest was to blaze beside the 
modest beauty of Miss Seraphima in the Ecv. lilr. Elunt'a 
church. 

I had no scat there, but my cousins, the Misses Tit- 
marsh, who owned a pew in the broad aisle, had many 
times invited me to eit with them, informing me that 
there was plenty of room, and I determined to avail 
myself of their invitation. The pew was a very rcspcct- 
»blo one, I knew, as I bad heard them many times 
describe it as having heavy drapery, and all the other 
essentials of genteel worship, just as they had inherited 
it from the deacon, their uncle. I had heard them 
describe, too, the occupants of adjacent pews, and had 
been given to understand that the Ogglers and Spighs, 
the aforesaid occupants, were the most respectable peopio 
in town, and that they felt rather envious at the superior 
ptffiition of " onr " pew, for so the young ladies (foity- 
Beven if they were a day) called it. 
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The day was bright, the parita fitted to a charm, the 
red vest gleamed in tb.6 sun, my coat was neatly brushed, 
and, i\-ith an unexceptionable hat, and a pair of hrilliant 
hoots, I felt myself to be " some." The sleepy feeling 
with which the morning commenced, was overcome by 
the momentary excitement of walking and talking with a 
charming girl ; a triumph over Somnus that I thought 
ti'uly wonderful. 

We reached the church,— a large, venerable, sleepy 
pile, having a good many pews in it," the latter a charac- 
teristic, I believe, of churches generally. There was a 
languor upon the still uir of the old church that struck 
me sleepily as I took my seat in the spacious, high- 
l>acked pew ; the monotonous toll of the bell sounded 
like a luliahy, and the swelling notes of the big organ, 
which rose like incense to the roof, and pervaded the 
house, gave me a qualm that my boasted triumph outside 
would not be of permanent duration, opposed to the 
somnolent influences within. 

As ill luck would have it, we had a very dull preacher, 
— a duller I never knew, — tiite and commonplace, 
without originality or fervor, and msufierahly long. I 
felt sleepy at the propounding of the text, whioh was, as 
near as I remember, " Sleep on, and take your lest ;" 
and every wakeful feeling withm me began to ^row 
heavy about the eyes at the injunction I struggled 
against slumber, as a man ovLrboaid would struggle with 
the tide. My eyelids drooped m spite of me, cimi when 
I would open them they felt as if they were mterlaced 
■with sticks, and my sleepy soul seemed looking through 
a grating of wicker work. The eyes of my cousins, the 
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Misses Titmarsh, were wide open upon me, the bright 
eyeg of Seraphima were upon me, t!ie eyes of the Ogglers 
and Spighs were upon me, for the Misses Titmarsh had 
informed me in a whisper that they were here in full 
force, and that the new plaid pants, and the red vest, 
and Seraphima's new bonnet, a charming thing, by the 
way, would produce a tremendous envy among their 
opponents in the adjacent pew. 

In my sleepy reflections I saw the utter disgrace that 
would attend upon my cousins, the Titmarshes, if I mis- 
behaved. I thought upon them, positively, more than 
upon my own shame. I thought of the horror they 
would feel were I to speak a]»ud, or laugh, or tumble 
doini, or commit any extravagance in a dream. All of 
the tricks I had ever practised in my sleep came up 
before me, frightfully magnified. Wliat if I should 
practise some of them over again, or get up on the backs 
of the pews and go round, as Amina foots it over the 
tiles, in the opera ? 

I struggled manfully with sleep, but I found I 
couldn't hold out long. Hum-m-m, hummed on tliat 
long sermon ! — Upon my honor, I don't believe I heard 
a word of it besides the text, unless it were the word 
" sleep," which seemed profusely scattered, like poppies, 
along the tedious way. I found myself rapidly sinking. 
The feces by which I was surrounded were melting away, 
the Ogglera and the Spighs were becoming oblivious, 
and the preacher, just taking the form of a huge black 
beetle impaled on a pin, was humming a dull drone on 
one continuous key, when, mustering resolution, I roused 
myself, thrust my hand hastily intc my pocket to pull 
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out my handkercMef, when, — the Ogglers and Spigha 
were all looking, and so were the Misses Titmai^h and 
Seraphima, — when, —I blush to say it, though it was 
the means of my hecoming a reformed man, and a toler- 
able member of society, and the father of a. large family, 
— when I pulled my handkerchief out, a pack of cards, 
a deposit of the previous night, came leaping out with it, 
and, as if actuated by the devil who invented them, they 
darted about in almost aa many directions as there wero 
cards, brazenly showing themselves in the holy house, to 
my utter confusion of face. 

Had my worst enemy seen mo then, he must have 
pitied me. I was wide awake now. The concentrated 
redness of every red card was painted upon my face, and 
the blackness of every black one Tvas transferred to my 
heart. The spots on the cards, to my heated fancy, seemed 
bigger than a cart-wheel. I heard a suppi-essed titter 
among the Ogglers and the Spighs. Just then the eldest 
Miss Titmarsh fainted. " Heaven be thanked for this ! " 
says I; "here's an opening;" and, seizing the uacon- 
scioua spinster, I made for the door as speedily as pos- 
sible. Placing her in charge of the seston, I ran with 
all haste for the doctor. Strange that those meilical 
gentlemen should be away at such a time ! I left an 
urgent order on the slates of six of them, and was told 
that five of the six, an hour afterwards, met in consulta- 
tion on the steps of Rev. Mr. Elunt's church. 

As I said before, I have now reformed, and sit just in 
the shadow of life's afternoon, looking back over the 
events of its morning, rejoicing with hopeful trust that 
the errors of youth may not be carried forward to tho 
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account of mature age, if repentance make atonement for 
the past. The Misses Titmarsh forgave me, and Sera- 
pliima, in a long life of devoted attention on mj part, haa 
quite forgot that Sunday's mortificatien. 



GERMAWIA BAND. 

" Hoi7 do you like the music, Mrs. P. ? " asked her 
neighbor of the old lady, as she stood listening to tho 
Germania band, one evening on the common, and beat- 
ing time on the cover of her snuff-bos. 

"Beautiful!" replied she, enraptured, " oncommou 
beautiful ! It seems almost like the music of the syrups. 
I think the Geranium band the Bi\'eetest of any of 'cm. 
Can you tell me," said she, in a big whisper, "which 
is Mr. Bergamot? " 

The name of Eergamot was associated with her rappeo 
and hence her solicitude. 

She was told tbat Mr. Bergman belonged to tlie 
Germania Society, and that the leader of the Germania 
Serenaders was Mr. Schnapp. 

A smile lit up her face, revealed in the declining 
twilight, as she asked if he was akin to Mr. Aromatic 
Schnapps, the gentleman that imported so' much gin. 
Her ear was arrested by tho strains of the music, and 
the black bonnet waved in unison with a waltzing meas- 
ure, as Isaac sat upon the grass in contemplation of a 
dog's tail before him, wondering what the effect would 
bo if he should stick a pin in it. 
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A GOOD SUGGESTION. 




BSSRS. OnANQ and Eno 



otie^ from who&e land 
all the gclden foantain? 
and talking lauraa, and 
Ji Bingmg trees that graced 
J oui jmenile literature 
I weie derived — i\eii. 
i much gratified by an in 
I troduction to Mrs Pait 
i,ington one of whom 
Tssuied lier that he hid 
heard of her m Siam 
many years ago, but the other didn't recollect about it. 
On informing her of their intention to go to Saratoga or 
Newport the coming summer, the old damo wondered at 
the determination. 

" How crowded you will be ! " said she, "accommo- 
dations are bo scarce; though, I dare say, you could, 
upon a 'mergency, both sleep in one bod." 

The suggestion was a happy one — all the difficulty 
was removed in an instant — and the dual gentleman 
smiled a thankee with his four lips, and Mrs. Partington 
waved a parting benediction to him with her grcon cotton 
umbrella, as he disappeared in the crowd. 
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CATCHING AN OMNIBUS. 

" If you want to take a 'bus," said Mr. Sphjnx, in 
his oracular manner, " jou must be 'mazing sly; you 
must n't go boldly up to 'em, 'cause tbey '11 certingly 
be full, — room for twelve, and seventeen inside, — -or the 
driver won't see you, if you shake yonr umbrcl or cane 
at himnovor aomucb. 'Buses are queer critters— very 
queer ; it takes suntbing of a man to understand tbeir 
natur. When you want one, there a'n't one coming. 
Put your bead out in the rain, and look every which 
way, you can't see hide nor hair of one. Wait till the 
next one cornea — that 'a full; so 's the next. Then you 
get a little mifPd, and says you, ' I '11 walk ! ' Start 
in tho rain — get wet ; when you get almost where you 
want to go, 'long cornea one of 'em, like blazes — lots 
of room — looking at you aa much as to. say, ' See here, 
old boy ! don't you wish you 'd ha' waited? ' and whisks 
by like a racer. If you aee a 'bua a little ways ahead, 
and run yourself into a fever to catch it, two to one it '11 
be tho wrong 'bus, and you '11 have to walk, arter all. 
Now the way to do is this; — Act jest as if you don't 
care a snap whether you ride or not. Lo indifferent, 
and one '11 come right along ; don't be uneasy 'bout 
getting a aeat, and there '11 be plenty of room; conclude 
that you 'II walk, and yon may have a whole 'bus to 
yourself That 's the way to come it over 'em ! " Say- 
ing whicb, and shaking his head profoundly, Mr. Sphy.n 
retu^d. 

20 
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IKE m A NEW POSITIOrf. 

Ike got a situation to blow an organ in town, and one 
Sunday a stranger organist took it into his head that he 
would try the instrument a little after the congregation 
was dismissed. He expressed his desire to tlie boy, who 
consented to blow ; for there are few more obliging boys 
than Ike when he is well used. He pumped away vig- 
orously for some time, until his arm ached, when, peep- 
ing round the comer of the organ, he asked if he might 
now go. 

' ' No ! ' ' said the organist, curtly, and kept on, 
drumming away among the dainty airs that he waa 
taking upon himself, — now thundering among the bass 
notes, and now glancing playfully amid the tender trills 
of the pianissimos, — when, confusion to a fugue com- 
menced, the breath of the organ gave out, aod the music 
flattened to a dying and dismal squeal. 

"Holloa!" cried the performer, "don't get asleep 
there — blow away! " 

But no response attended his command. He grew red. 

" Blow away, I say! " he cried, louder. 

Still no response. 

Angrily and inharmoniously the man of music arose 
and looked for Jke. He was not there, and the mad man 
of melody, as he glanced from the window, caught a dis- 
tant view of a pair of juvenile coat-tails as they disap- 
peared round a comer. 
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UNPOPULAR DOCTRINE. 

"I WA3 surprised, Mr. Roger, to see you speaking 
with that creature" said Miss Prim, significantly em- 
phasizing the word. 

" Why, madam? " asked the old maa. 

"Because she is alow, vile creature of the town," 
said she, waspily. 

He took her hand within his own, and looked her 
calmly in the eye, as he replied : — " Call her not vile ; 
call her miserable, rather ; and as such she is more worthy 
of your regard and pity ; for, though she may have sadly 
erred, she still is not all depraved ; that old spark of 
sympathy in her heart is there yet uiiq^uenched. I have 
seen her not long since watch by the sick, ^ork foi the 
needy, and give her money for their relief, take hei oi\n 
bread and give it to a poor felon in prison, and comfort 
a little child in its sinleas sorrow; — I ha\e seen this, 
and, bad aa you think she is, / can honor her for her 
virtues. My dear niada,m, gain her good qualities, and 
add them to your own perfections, before presuming to 
sit in judgment on her bad ones. Besides, do you knew 
what temptation is, ma'am ; were you ever tempted i 

The fiosty look which met his own seemed to rende. 
such a question unnece=!aary, and he released her hand, 
gently adiismg hei to exercise more of charity in her 
estimate of character. 
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BENEVOLENCE. 



PhilantheopOS, the day after the great Railroad 
Jubilee, appeared in public with two excessively black 
eyes. It seema that he was going by one of our prin- 
cipal hotels, when a large delegation arrived from out of 
town, and hearing the remark, "All full," his heiirt ivaa 
touched, and, mounting upon a post, he asked the crowd 
if they wouldn't like to have a nice house to stop at, 
where every man could have a room to himself, and 
every accommodation he could desire. The response was 
"Yea." 

" Well," said the good man, with emotion, " well, if 
I hear of any such I will let you know." 

The people were strangers, and did not understand 
the benevolence of his intentions, and one or two of them 
expressed their disapprobation in a striking manner, 
which marred the good man's pleasant exterior, as above 



On the day of the above celebration, a large loco- 
motive was brought to a standstill in Washington street, 
in consequence of one of the wheels giving out belonging 
to the car it was on. Philaxthkopos with an eye 
always to the interests of the mechanic seemg the danger 
to which the engine was exposed, walked sentiy round 
it all night to prevent the boys from runnmg ai\ay with 
it. It was an act for which he should have been honored : 
but the workmen called him an ass for hia pains when 



o.led by Google 



MYSTERIOUS ACTION OF RATS. 283 

they came the next morning to tnkc it airay. Hia 
indignation for a moment was awakened ; despair suc- 
ceeded of ever being able to benefit big race ; when a 
small voice whispered to his conscience: "Will you 
abandon an eternal principle because crude humanity 
fails to apprcciatfl your efforts "J " and he responded 
promptly to the question, and turned away in search of 
new objects for the exercise of bis benevolence. 



MYSTERIOUS ACTION OF RATS. 

" As fcr the rats," said Mrs. Partington, as she missed 
several slices of cake, the disappearance of which she 
imputed to them, " it a'n't no use to try to get rid of 
'em. They rather like the vermin anecdote, and even 
eUorosive supplement they don't make up a face at. It 
must be the rats," continued she, thoughtfully, and took 
a large thumb and forofingor full of rappee to help her 
deliberation, — "it can't be Isaac that took the cake, 
because he is a perfect prodigal of virtue, and would n't 
deceive me so, for, I might leave a house full of bread 
with him and he would n't touch it." 

Ike sat there demurely, with his right foot upon his 
left knee, thinking what a capital sunglass one eye of the 
old lady's specs would make, while a trace of crumbs 
was visible about his mouth. It is feared that not even 
chlorosive supplement, nor anything weaker than a pad 
lock, will save Mrs. Partington's cake, 
20* 
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MRS. P. ON THE MISSISSIPPI. 

"When will the Father of Waters come along?" 
asked Mrs. Partington, as ahe sat looking at a panorama 
of the Mississippi, in the last hours of its exliihition. 

"The Father of Waters!" replied the individual 
addressed, "why, this ia it that you are seeing before 
you." 

"Goodness mo.' is it?" said she, "why, I've di- 
gested my specs to look arter a big man with the dropsy, 
and it 'a nothing hut a river, arter all. How I wisli 
they 'd call thinga by their proper naraea ! " 

There was something of disappointment in her tone ; 
but when afterwarda ahe remarked to heraelf " I wonder 
if that water will wash 1 " it was a beautiful tribute from 
Benevolence to Genius. 



" Entered at the Custom House 1 " said Mrs. Part- 
ington, pondering on the expression; "Idon't see how 
the vessels ever got in; but I am glad tliat the collector 
cleared 'cm right out again. It will learn them better 
manners next time, I think." 
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PROVISIONS OF THE CONSTITUTION. 

" Pkovisions of the Constitution ! " said Mrs. Part 
mgton, with an earnest air and tone ; " for mj part I 
should be gM to sco 'em. Heaven and all of us knows 
provisions is scarce enough and dear enough, and if they 
can turn the Constitution to so good a use I 'm glad of 
it Anything that will have a tenderness to cheapen the 
necessities of life," —and here she laid her finger on the 
cover of her box, and looked earnestly at a cracked 
sugar-bowl in the " buffet " in the comer, containing the 
onion-seeds, and the bone-buttons, and the scarlet beans, 
and the pieces of twine, long-gathered from accumulative 
paper tea^-bags, — "I am agreeable to it, and if they can 
turn the Cons^tution and all the ships of war to carrying 
provisionSj I am shore they will do more ood than they 
do now a good many of 'cm." 

She hero ran down like an eight day clock, and she 
smiled as lie rushed in with his arms full of votes, and 
his face full of fun and molasses candy, and askol her if 
he should n't give her a " tig whicket." 
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SEYERE, BUT JUST. 

' Dolly Pk:m a Bpinster, indeed ! " said Mrs Part- 
inton, as she heard her unmarried neighbor in the back 
parlor termed thus. " 1 should like to know what upon 
ajrth she spins but street-jam ; for she 's gadding from 
morning to night. The wheel she spins on would ho 
harder to find, a great deal, than the fifth wheel of a 
coach ! " 

! she could bo severe, could Mrs, Partington ; but 
there was generally a commingling of the bitter and 
sweet, the wormwood and molasses, in her rebukes, that 
tempered acidity, and roade reproof wholesome. 



MRS. PARTINGTON AND PIETY. 

Deacon Snael, in exhortation, would often allude to 
the " place where prayer is ' wonted ' to be maiJe." 

"Ah!" said Mrs. Partington to herself, "there's 
nothing like humility in a Christian. I'm glad you 
confess it. I don't know a place under the canister of 
heaven where prayer is wanted more to be made than 
here, and I hope you '11 be forgiven for the rancorous 
batter you sold me yesterday." 

She was a simple-minded woman, was Mrs. P., and 
wag apt to get the world mixed up with her devotion ; 
believing, somehow, that Christian duty prescribed 
worldly justice. She had n't been long a member. 
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BRICKS AND STRAW. 

Db. Diqg has discovered a striking analogy between 
the brickmaking operations of the Israelites in Egypt and 
those of the present day. In the first instance straw was 
required in the manufacture of a perfect brick ; in the 
latter straw is an essential thing, as is shown in the 
imbibation of juleps, an element in the manufacture of 
modern bricks, where straw is invariably used. The 
Doctor asks when Egypt was like a dry lemon. Pre- 
suming the answer will not be forthcoming, he says, 
" Alter the Jews were all out of it." It is supposed ho 
means j'wice. 



MEDALLIC PEOSPEGTS. 

"I doh't see," said Mrs. Partington, as Ike came 
home from the examination, and threw his books- into 
one chair, and his jacket in another, and his cap on the 
floor, saying that he didn't get the medal, — "I don't 
see why you did n't get the medal, for, certainly, a more 
meddlesome boy I never knew- But never mind, dear ; 
when the time comes round again you'll get it" 

What hope there was in her remark for him ! and Jie 
took courage and one of the old lady's doughnuts, and 
eat wiping his feet on a clean stocking, that tlie dame 
was prejttiring to darn, that lay by her side. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON BEATING UP. 

" Tiiere's poor Hardy Lee called again," sai<I Mrs. 
Partington on a trip from Cape Cod to Boston, The 
wind was ahead, and the vessel had to beat up, and tho 
order to put the helm "hard a lee" had been heard 
through the night. " Ilarily Lee, again ! I declare I 
should think the poor creetur would bo completely exas- 
perated with fatigue; and I'm certain he hasn't eat a 
blessed motithfnl of anything all the while. Captain, do 
call the poor cretur down, or Hatur can't stand it." 

There was a. tremor in her voice as indignant humanity 
found utterance. " It a'n't Christian — it is more like 
the treatment of Hottenpots or heathen .' " 

The captain went on deck, and a sudden lurch of tho 
vessel sent the old lady on her beam-ends among some 
boxes, recovering from which forgotfulneas of "Ilardy 
Lee" ensued, and thia tack brought her to the wharf. 



o.led by Google 



A DEAD SHOT, — SHOCKING JOKfi. 



A DEAD SHOT. 

" How do yoa feci with such a shocking-looking coat 
on? " said a young clerk, of more pretension than brainSj 
ono morning. 

" I feel," said old Roger, looking at him steadily, with 
one eye half closed, as if taking aim at his victim, " I 
feel, young man, as if I had a coat on which has been ' 
paid for, — a luxury of feeling which I think you will never 
experience;" and then he quietly resumed the reading 
of the Post, and the young clerk made no further remark 
on the subject. 



SHOCKING JOKE. 

"I SEE," said old Itoger to a farmer topping com, 
■' that to one branch of your industry you aro it3 worst 
enemy." 

"Why?" asked the ^rmer. 

"Beeaase," replied he, "you are always raising 
ehoeks for the corn-market." 

" Yes," quietly replied tho fhrmer, " but the market 
is always saying, ' lend ua your ears.' " 

Old Roger and the farmer smiled at each other as they 
parted. 
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a vast improvement has been made 
I upon the old methods and means of 
I travelling, even within the memory of 
the youngest of us! Recall the old 
; system a moment to mind, when a day's ride was 
agony in its anticipation, not to be dispelled by the stern 
reality, over roads scarce redeemed from primeval rough- 
ness, which the jolly tongue of the red-laced driver — ■ 
provided you were lucky enough to get on the box 
with him — was hardly capable of enlivening. What 
apprehension did timid insiders feel of threatening wreck 
at tho bottom of the" steep hills they rattled down ! How 
feai-ful they would be of never reaching the top of the 
next hill, from the miserable horses giving out that wero 
attached to the vehicle ! How they trembled at the 
danger of having their brains knocked out against the 
roof of the low coach, in the rebound that anon jerked them 
from their seats as the stage-wheel sunk into a cart-rut ! 
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For tlib latt al rm tho e as co s 1 alle cause to 
judge by J, t y told us one 1 j one of tl e j ofessora 
of the n h J He was r dmg he aa d one liy over the 
way we w re then travellm^ m a terr ble ha 1 season of 
the year when the cart-^leelshal cut the roida p mto 
hideous gull a to wh h the vhe h woul I plunge to 
the danger of al! ho cho^e to r lo and ofte the p 
sengers hal to yet out an lay the shoulders to t) 
work to as t the ho ses n the -^lert ons to e\tr att, 
the vehiL,le from the mud lie Ky he spoke of how 
ever, he had hut one pass nger — an el le ly gentlemin 
wearing a wig, — and, feeling his responsibility Icaaeued hy 
his diminished fare, he took less heed as to where he went, 
and dashed along over tho i-oad, lyhistling fi-om absence 
of care, entirely regardless of horses or passenger, deter- 
mined to achieve the distance to the next stopping-place 
in a time mentally allotted for its performance. It was one 
of the old-fashioned low-roofed coa«hes, one of the oldestof 
its class. A sudden cry from a child who was passing 
caused him to look round, and there to his horror he 
saw the old gentleman's bald head glistening in tlic sun's 
rays like a mammoth mushroom, his eyes glaring on him 
wildly, and his mouth vainly endeavoring to articulate. 
It was but an instant before he was , extricated from his 
perilous Bituation. In one of the sudden lurches of the 
road he had been forced up through the canvass roof, 
and this closing around his neck held him there, incapa- 
ble of helping himself, and he had ridden many miles in 
this manner before he was discovered. 

"That story's just as true, now, as I tell it to you," 
aaid the driver. 

21 
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" Don't doubt it," wo replied ; " but what became of 
the hat and wig'J" 

" I can't say anything about the hat, but I 'm very 
much mistaten if I did n't see that old wig, for tiree 
seasoES, used as a genteel residence for a family of crows 
doivn the road here." 

A very singular story, we thought, and think so 
still. 



MRS. PAUTINGTOW LOOKING OUT. 

" I cah't make it out," said Mrs. Partington one 
morning, when she first moved to the city, after the 
railroad ploughshare had upturned her hearth -stents. 
" I can't make it out ;" and she reached further out of 
the window, to the imminent danger of the "embargo" 
returning again to her head, or of a somerset into the 
street below. Sho had caught the sound " Here 's had- 
dick ! " from stentorian lungs under her window, and she 
could not make out what the sounds meant. 

" I wish I knowed what the poor critter was crying 
about, but I thought he said he had a sick headache ; 
and I declare I pity the poor soul that has got such a 
distressing melody as that." 

She drew in her head, like a clam, and shut down the 
window, to keep out the sounds of a misery she could 
not relievo. 
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rOKESEEISQ THIKaS BEFOREHAND. 



POUESEEIHe THINGS BEIOREHiHD. 

" I WONDER who ia coming hero to-day?" said Mra. 
Partington, at the broalitast table, turning her cnps and 
worliing the tea-grounds to their oracular position. It 
Tvaa the 4th of July, and a procession was advei-tised to 
pass her door. " I mnder iiho is coming here to-day '! 
Here's a horse, and a wheelbarrow, and a tub; and 
there 's a big G and a cipher ; and here 'a a flock of geese 
and a cow. The cow and the geese must mean the 
procession, that 's clear ; but what «.» the big G stand 
for, and the rest of 'em! It must mean oar seventh 
cousin, Mrs. Tubbs ; and it is BO kind of her to remem- 
ber her poor relations at such times, as she always does. 
Yes, it must be her, 'cause there 's a (uS, and the wheel- 
barrow must run for an omnibus; but what can the 
cipher be ! I guess, though, that don't mean anythmg. 
Scour up the German silver spoons, Margaret; we must 
he hospitable. I dare say she would bo to us if she should 
ever ask us, and we should go." 

The prediction was fulfllled, and the fat kdy occu. 
pied the front Beat in Mrs. Partington's prirate boi. 
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A SINUOSITY. 

Old Roger was seated at the dinner-table by the side 
of Seraphima, the youngest of the five marriageable 
daughters. The conversation turned upon conundrums 
and queer comparisons. The old fellow leaned, back in 
his chair, and, wiping the traces of soup from his mouth, 
saidj as he took the young lady's hand in his own, " See 
this fair hand, now, white as a snow-flake, and rich with 
dimpled beauties ! " — Seraphima smiled. — ' ' Who is there 
among you that can tell me why this sweet himd ia like 
the remains of that 'hock-shin' soup before us all? " 

The hand was drawn back suddenly, — that fair hand, 
compared with a vile pile of beef sinews ! The board- 
ers were astonished at his audaciousness, — Seraphima 
frowned. 

" You can't guess, can you "J " said the jolly old fel- 
low. "Well," continued he, " it is because there is such 
tendonness in it." 

He pronounced it " tenderness," and Seraphima smiled 
dgajn; bnt the boarders, who had found the meat ratiier 
hard, didn't see the relevancy of it, . — ^ they didn't know 
what tendon meant, no more 'n a cow knows about its 
grandmother. 



o.led by Google 



THE SCIENCE OP PISB 



THE SCIENCE OF EISH. 

" I WOSDER what this ' itch, theology ' is," said Mrs. 
Partington, giving a somewhat novel pronanciation of the 
old science, aB she read the announcement of the lecture 
hy Professor Agassiz ; ' ' what in the name of Old Scratch 
can it be '^ I suppose it must mean the itch for meddling 
with politics and things that does n't concern 'em, and 
running down their own country and relations, and prais- 
ing up everybody else, and at war with everything, all 
the time they arc preaching peace." 

Some one explained that it was the science of fishes. 

"Well, well," said the lady, "it's just as well; for 
a minister preaching politics is like a fish out of water — 
he is out of his ailment." 

She passed over to the deaths and marriages, and Eto 
ganged his hook, with an afternoon's smelting in his eye, 
and a ball of Mrs. Partington's piping-cord in his mcket 
for contingencies. 

21* 
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ETERNAL INDEBTEDNESS. — NEWSPAPERS. 



ETERNAL INDEBTEDNESS. 

" WnES I lent her the egga," said Mrs. Partington, 
"she said she would be eternally indebted to me, and I 
guess she ivill. How can people do so 7 I would go 
round the world on all-fours a begging before I would be 
guilty of such a thing. Ah, well, it takes everybody to 
make a world ! " 

And ehe put in saleratns enough to make up for the 
non-returned eggs; her neighbor had decidedly taken 
ft rise out of her. 



BORROWING NEWSPAPERS. 

" Shall I have the goodness to look at your news- 
paper one momenf! ' ' asked Mrs. Partington at the grocery 
store. 

" Certainly, my dear madam, with the greatest reluct- 
ance possible," replied the grocer. 

They exchanged glances, and there was so much of 
thankfulness in her eye that ho almost made up his mind 
to subscribe for another paper for her expi 
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PROMISING CHILDREN. 

" What a, to-do people make because children happen 
to know something ivhen they are young ! " said Mrs. 
Partington, as she read an account of many men who 
had been distinguished in early years. " Now, all these 
together don't know so much, by one half, as Dolly 
Bpi-igg's baby. That is a perfect prodigal, to be sure ; 
sich an intellect ! Why, it got through its goo-googles, 
and into its bar-bars, afore it was seven months old, and 
when it was only a year and a half old it emptied a 
snuff-box down its precious old grandmother's throat aa 
she was asleep, and came nigh suffocating the old lady 
afore she could wake up to conscientiousness and spit it 
out. There never was sich another, its mother says, — 
and who knows so well as a mother what a child is, that 
has watched over it, and seen it expand itself like a tansy 
blossom, and sweet as a young cauliflower 1 " 

The old lady was always eloquent on this topic ; she 
■was a believer in prodigies, and thought Solomon must 
have consulted some young mother when he wrote that 
"every generation grows wiser and wiser." 
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FORGIVENESS OF WROKO. 



FORGIVENESS OE WUONG. 

" He called me a termagrunt, and said I waa n't any 
better than I should be," said Mra. PartingtoDj as she 
threw her eliaivl into the water-bucket, and her bonnet 
on the floor, on her return &om her landlord's, where 
she had vainly sought an extension of time for payment 
of the rent; "there never was such an aspiration cast 
npon one of our family before ; there is no such thing in 
9ur whole craniology ; and, if there is any statuary or 
Jaw for slander, I '11 see if he can prove it. The terma- 
grant I don't mind so much ; but to be called no better 
than I should be — the mean, pennj-catahing curmudgin! 
But no, it 's wrong to call him names ; it makes me most 
as bad as he is; I'll borrow the money and pay him, I 
will, and show him that I don't bear mallets ;" and she 
brightened up in the thought of this mode of revenge, 
bustling about and putting the house to rights in the 
best humor in the world. Her conduct was a sermon 
and seven tracts on the sublime principle of forgiveness 
of wrong. 



WaAT kin is that which all Yankees lovo to recognize, 
and which always has sweet associations connected with 
ifi AYhy, pump-kin, to be sure. 
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A HEaATIVB AFFIKMAII7E. 



A NEGATIVE AFFIRMATIVE. 

Mr. Timms, a fiirmer up in the country, had a habit 
of putting in "Yes yes, yes yea," at every pause in his 
speaking, which sometimes had a ludicrous effect. The 
old fellow owned a fine horse, which he was very careful 
of, and would never lend or hire him to the most pM'tio- 
ular of his friends. A youn^ter of the village, who 
wished the horse for a Sunday ride, went over to the 
old man's house, to hire the animal, if possible. 

" So, you want my horse, young man? yos yes, yes 
yes," said Timms; "and you say you'll ride him 
gently f yes yes, yea yes; and you'll give him plenty 
of oatsl yes yes, yes yes; and rub him down well 
when you get where you are gomg'! yes yes, yes yes ; 
and will give me a dollar for the use of himl yes yes, 
yes yea. Well, upon the whole, you can't have him, 
— yes yes, yes yes." 

The young man left sorrowing. 



We ace it stated in the prints, frequently, that vessel* 
going to California double Cape Horn. If this is the 
case, by-and-by there will not be a single Cape ITnrn 
left. 
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TAKING PICTUUES. 

" That ia a splendid likeness, by Heaven ! " exclaimeil 
Augustus, rapturously, as llrs. Partington showed him 
a capital daguerreotype of her own venerable frontis- 
piece. 

"No, it isn't," said she, smiling; "do, it isn't by 
Heaven itself, but by its sun ; ia n't it beautifully done 1 
All the cemetery of the features, and cap-strings, and 
specs, is brought out as natera! as if from a painter's 
palate. Any young lady, now," continued, she "who 
would like to have the liniments of her pretended hus- 
band to look at when he is away, could be made happy 
by this blessed and cheap contrivance of making pictures 
out of sunshine." 

She clasped the cover of the picture, paused as if pur- 
suing in her own mind the train of her admiration, and 
went out like an exploded rocket. 



" Have I not," said a great worker, "all eternity to 
work in'! " 

" Well," said Slug, who did n't love work, " if that 's 
the case, what 'n time 's the use of putting in so ■? I 'd 
jist as lieves divide the work, and do part of mine when 
that cove's resting." 
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PRECOCITT. 

The elder Smitli was somewhat astonished one evening 
at finding a berry pie for tea, — a rather remarkable 
thing in his gastronomical experience, for Mr. Smith 
indulired in few luxuries, for reasons which will be un- 
derstood by people of limited jnetms. It was an excellent 
pie, the chef d'ceuvre of the culinary skill of Mrs. Smith, 
who prided herself upon what she could do if she only 
had the " grediences." Smith junior, numbering some 
three summers^ sat oppoate his sire. 

" My son," said the old 'un, during a pause in the 
work of mastication, "did your mother make thb pie 
to-day f" 

" Certainly," said the precocious youth; "she didn't, 
of course, make it to-morrow ! " 

The elder Smith looked mournfully at the miniature 
edition of himself, then, wipmg the crumbs from his 
mouth, and ejaculatmg " So young ! " he left the 
hooae. 
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. TIIIMiiLE'S MOUSE-TRAP. 



MR. THIMBLE'S M01ISE-TEA.P. 



OH.E old gentleman one 
niming di&eo\ertda 
mouse m his bed- 
chambei A mouse 
or a rat T\'ia what lie 
held m thi, utmoat 
dread and e\en the 
idea of gt-ttm^ h a 
• hand oa one by any 
-- accident always gi\o 
hun a tremoi Seeing 
the little animal thua 
m his very bed cham 
ber was moat provokmg and reiching for an oiLen cano 
always at the head of his bed a defence agamst hostile 
invaders of thia "inner sbunc he at once ^owed the 
mouse's destruction, and cine m hand started upon its 




" Ila ! " said he, between i is fi\ed teeth aa he cloaed 
the door and firmly grasfed hi-, stick now Mi Mouse 
I've got you — I'll fix youi flmt foi you ! and the 
poor little timid thing running into a corner, the old gen- 
tleman levelled a furious blow at him, repeating his tlu-eat 
to fix his flint for him. 

This offer to fix the fiint of the mouse is hardly intcl- 
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ligible in tliis ago of patent matches ; but Mr. Thimble 
lived in tinder-box times, when flint and steel were insep- 
arable, and be probably thought that an animal bo inclined 
to steal must have a flint. 

Tbo blow waa wrongly direetcdj and the mouse escaped 
to another comer. 

Another blow, and another, resulted in the same man- 
ner; until at last the mouse finding cover beneath an 
antique bureau, the old gentleman was compelled to exert 
all his generalship to bring him out. 

Bat in vain he got down on all-fours and looked be- 
neath the bureau ; in vain was the cane thrust in the 
direction of his eyes ; the enemy was nowhere to be seen, 
and Mr. T. got up, flushed with the exercise, brushed his 
knees, and went down to breakfast, wondering where the 
little animal had gone. 

After relating the incident, he was calmly engaged in 
cooling his coffee, when, dropping his cup, ho darted 
from the table into the middle of the floor, dragged half 
the breakfast things after him, and practised antics very 
unbecoming in an elderly gentleman of sixty-two. 

His iamily, astonished to see him thus, had incipient 
ideas of lunatic asylums and strait jackets darS across 
their minds — the old gentleman the while capering about 
the room like a mad dancing-master, shaking his right 
leg as if St. Vitus had selected this member for his par- 
ticular favor, regardless of the rest, until, with a tremen- 
dous spasmodic kick, out fell the mouse from wherti hi 
had secreted himself ! 

It was long before Mr. T. regained c 
22 
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Some time after, Bpeakiag of hia a<;tiTifcj, Mrs. Thim- 
ble remarked, — 

" My dear, I didn't thint it was in you." 
Mr. T. looked queerly at her, as she uttered thia, but 
did n't say anything. 



MUS. PARTINGTON vs. COOK-BOOKS. 

"A BEEFSTEAK fried in water," said Mrs. Partington, 
" it seems to me, must taste very much as if it was hilcd. 
They do have such curious idees about cooking now-a- 
daya ! And people has to learn bts of outlandish names 
before they know what they 've got for dinner. Ah ! 
the good old times was the best, when people seasoned 
their dishes with flag-root and such spices, and a poor 
man's fragile repast was eaten when he knew what he 
had to bo thankful for." 

AVhat a cook she is, to be sure ! And is n't it the 
cause of rejoicing for a week among the boys in the 
neighborhood when she fries up a hatch of doughnuts, 
and Ike knows where they are kept ? No wonder she 
thought, as she said, that he ate like ' Pharaoh's lean 
kmd, that eat up the M of the land of Egypt 
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CN ELOCTJTIOH. 



ON ELOCUTION. 



" 0, DOES n't he disclaim fluidly ! " exclaimed Mra. 
Partington, delightedly, aa she listened to the exercisea 
of the HumtoiynIntellect«alMiitual Improvement Society. 
Her admiration Itnew no bounds aa a young declaimer, 
^ith inspiration truly Demosthenic, iaunehed the flashing 
beams of his eloq^uence broadcast among his auditors, 
with thrilling, dazzling, burning force; anon soaring 
like a rocket into the " empyrean blue," dashing heltcr 
skelter amidst the stars, and harnessing the fiery comets 
to the car of his genius ; anon scouring the la,nd like a 
racer, the hot sparks, like young lightning marking his 
Phaetonish course; anon breaking through the terra- 
queous shell, and revelling in Hadean horrors in under- 
ground localities somewhere. 

The voice of Mrs. Partington, whom we left standing 
on the threshold of her admiration some way back, recalls 
us to herself. 

" How fluidly he talks ! He ought to be a minister, 
I declare ; and how well he would look with a surplus 
on, to be sure ! He stands on the nostrum aa if he was 
bora and bred an oratorio all his life. I wish the 
President was here to-night , i know he'd sec ne was an 
extr'ord'nary young man, and like as not appint him 
minister extr'ord'nary, instead of some that never 
preached any at all." 

The old lady beat tune with her ian to his gestioula- 
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tions, nodding the black tionnet approvingly, and smiled 
as the young man told the world that Franklin had 
made it a present of the printing-press. 



OUTJIAGE. 



During a concert one night, a reckless individual, in 
the upper gallery of the large hall in which it was held, 
whose name we did not ascertain, allowed hia hill of the 
concert to slip through his fingers, which, falling below, 
by the rule of gravitation, fell suddenly upon the exposed 
head of one of our first young men ! The efiect of the 
concussion upon an object so tender may bo well imag- 
ined. Smelling-hottles were called for, and, none being 
at hand, one young lady applied her glove to the suf- 
ferer's nose, which, having been lately cleansed with 
turpentine, had the effect of bringing him to. The 
diabolical perpetrator of the act had the audacity to look 
over the edge of the gallery and grin at the injury he 
had done, but, before the officer could get to the gallery 
and arrest him, he had flown. 

P. S. — We wish it to be distinctly understood that it 
was the glove, and not the nose, that had been cleaned 
with the turpentine. 
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IKLE IN THE COUNTRY. 



IKE IN THE COTJMTRY. 

DuRiNft the last winter Ike iraa sent ia visit some of 
Mrs. PartingtOE's relatives, who live on the Ijorders of 
the Great Bay. Squid River, which empties into tho 
bay, is a very beantifiil stream in summer, hut in wirter 
it is dreary enough, with the tall tcees, stripped of their 
foliage, standing, as it were, shivering upon its brink. 
But it is a rare skating course from Moose village to tho 
river's jimction with the hay. 

Ike had used up all his resources for fun at the end 
of the third day. He had snowballed tho cattle into a 
firenzy, caught all the hena in a box trap, tied the pigs 
together by the legs, sucked all the eggs he could find, 
and was looking round for something else to do, while 
the hoys were at school. He was just calculating, as ho 
poised a snowball, how near he could come to a- tame 
pigeon on the window-sill without hitting it, when the 
glass was saved by the appearance of the house-cat out- 
side the sacred precinct of the kitchen. 

Ike had watched this cat wistfully ever since he had 
been there, and the cat had manifested a strange ropug- 
nanee to him ever since he trod oa her tail as she lay by 
the stove. He immediately seized upon her, and ex- 
pedients, never wanting, soon suggested themselves to 
him. 

There were plenty of clam-shells about the yard, and, 
HRjectmg four of the smoothest, he, by the aid of some 
22* 
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grafting wax at hand, soon bad Tabby beautifully shod 
with clam-aheUa and on tho way to the river. Ike'a idea 
was to learn her to skate ! 

The river was smooth as glass, and a sharp wind blew 
along its surfece towards the bay. " Now, Puss," said 
Ike, as he pushed her upon the ico, " go it ' " An 
instinct of danger instantly seized upon her Her claws, 
which Ike had found so ebiip % short time before, wera 
now useless to her, and, with a gioul of spite, slie 
Bivelled her caudal ippcndige to an enormous size 
which, taking tiio wind, impelled the pooi feline bke -x 
clipper over the slippery path. The tail stood straight 
as a topmast, and grew bigger and bigger, and faster and 
faster flew the animal to which the tail belonged. Ike 
laughed till he cried to see the cat scudding before the 
wind. But now the bay lay before her, and far out 
over the smooth ice was the blue water of the sea. 

The result can be guessed. The cat never came back, 
and everybody wondered what had become of her, and 
thought it augured ill luck for a cat to leave a bouse so 
suddenly. Ike thought so, especially for the cat. 

Ike's conscience reproached him sadly, but he com- 
promised the matter by leaving the tenants of the barn- 
yard in peace all the while he staid there, and came home 
with a pocket full of doughnuts and an enviable reputa- 
tion for propriety. 
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AN ALLEQOBT. 



THE NEW YEAE.-AN ALLEGORY. 

" "What are your intentions towards Miss Neiy-Yearf " 
Btemly asked the old Guardian of Years, as TimCj in the 
garb of youth, stepped forward to mate his propMals, 
The fiiir being to whom he aspired stood veiled before 
him, in mystical beauty, beside the seer, whoso dim eyes 
had seen the birth and death of thousands of years, and 
whose beard was white with the frost of centuries, and 
whose voice croaked with the rust of many ages. 

Time, buoyant with the hopes of youth, promised 
much. Their union, he said, ■would be fruitful of great 
events. Joy and prosperity would attond upon it. By 
their union the arms of the weak would be strengthened ; 
the tyrant's power be shorn of its might ; the poor and 
down-trodden be exalted; the desponding be made to 
sing for joy; abuse be banished from the earth; the 
wrath of man be restrained ; ind the struggle for right 
be crowned with success. 

The old guardian shook his head incredulously, and a 
tear fell upon his gray beard as he spoke : 

"Alas! alas!" he said, "the same promises were 
made by your siro to her fair mother, and broken, as 
have been all the promises of Time since the world began. 
Where is the finiition of the glorious hopes held out foi 
bygone years ? They have found their end in gloo» ano 
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disappointment. How can I trust, then, this precioua 
charge to your arms in view of olden fiiilures? " 

Then young Time, laying down bia hour-glaas and 
gayly swinging his scythe among the few weeds left of 
the herbage of the old year, made answer, with a firm 
tone and a cheerful air : — 

"The violated promises of others should not he the 
criterion for judging of mine ; nor their failure be urged 
33 a presage of my own ill-success. Let me prove myself 
by my acts, and if endeavot may win the goal, my chance 
is good. Let me try." 

The old guardian grasped Time by the hand approving- 
ly; the hand of the virgin year was placed in his, and, 
as the clock struck the hour of twelve, the form of the 
old seer faded from view, and the mystical one, for better 
and worse, for joy and sorrow, became the wedded bride 
of Time. 



Personal cleanliness is a virtue, but it is not pleasant 
to SCO a man cleaning bis teeth with a questionable 
pocket-handkerchief; neither is it to see a man, however 
attentive he may be to the wants of his family, put a 
beef-steak in the crown of his hat, and fill his trousers' 
pockets with cucumbers. It don't loot well. 
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THE ARCHITECTURAL BLACK EYE. 

We met old Guzzle one day, with a terrible black eye. 
" Ah ! "- said we to the interesting individual, " had eye 
that." 

"Yes, that 'ere's a architectural eye." 

We asked an explanation. 

" I say this 'ere 's a architectuial eye, because I got it 
from the Elizabethan architecture of our house." 

We were in the dark as much aa ever. 

"T'other night," continued he, "I went home partially 
tight. I say partially, for, 'pon my honor, I had drank 
but seven times during the evening. I felt my way up 
by the wainscoting, because I didn't want to make a 
noise, and when I got to the top, I forgot what a 5euced 
wide staircase it was, and when I turned to go towards 
my door, what does I do but walks right down stairs 
again, a good deal fester than I went up, and struck my 
head agin the comer-post, and be hanged to it ! Bad 
eye, isn't if? And all from that infernal ELzabethan 
Btairway." 

We thou^t that the fault ky with the rum. 



o.led by Google 



SEEKING A C:MET. 

It Tvaa ivith an anxious feeling that Mrs. Partington, 
having smoked her specs, directed her gaze towards the 
western aty, in quest of the tailless comet of 1850. 

"I can't see it," said she; and a shad© of vexation 
was perceptible in the tone of her voice. " I don't think 
much of this explanatory system," continued she, " that 
they praise so, where the stars are mixed up so that 2 
can't tell Jew Peter from Satan, nor the consternation 
of the Great Bear from the man in the moon. 'T is all 
dark to me. I don't believe there is any comet at all. 
Who ever heard of a comet without a, tail, I ehould like 
to know'? It is n't natural ; but the printers will make 
a tale for it fast enough, for they are alwaya getting up 
comical stories." 

With a complaint about the falling dew, and a slight 
murmur of disappointment, the dame disappeared behind 
a deal door, like the moon behind a cloud. 



Amoso the Koman priesthood waa a class called 
augurs. There are many great bores among our mod- 
era priests. 
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BBKEVOLENCE UaAPPEECIATED. 



SENETOLENCE UNAPPRECIATED. 

PmLASTHROPOS wa3 at a puLlic meeting oeg eycning, 
where tte lieat was distressing, andj observing a lady on 
a seat in front of liim who appeared to be suffering from 
excessive ivarmth, he ivent out and bought a large fan, 
which he delicately set in motion, as if fanning himself, 
while he made every effort to give her the benefit of the 
artificial breeze, becoming himself additionally heated 
from the exertion he made, losing all interest in tho 
concert from his intcntness in the benevolent action, and 
smiling to hintself with the belief that his kindness ivaa 
felt without its source teing known. He was thus 
benevolently happy, until he heard the lady tell her 
husband to go and shut domi that odious window behind 
her, for she had felt cold on her neck ail the evening 
from the east wind. Philanthropes went out and sold 
the fan for seven centa that he had given a quarter for 
an hour before. 



Ak editor having stated in his paper that he had been 
presented with a number of varieties of plumbs, old 
Roger declared his preference for the perpendicular. 
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THE PARTING WORD. 

r;?^ tellmg a story about 
W a Printer, I am not 
about detailing the 
mysteries and diffieul- 
tiea of hia occupation, 
althougli a feeling 
and mteresting sketch 
might he made of tho 
biismess of his life, 
Tunth its caro and toil 
for the good of the 
world I love the 
printers from associa- 
tion and long habit ; am proud now of their companion- 
ship ; and, when ■walking arm-and-arra with my friend, 
the President of the Franklin Typographical Society, I 
feel aa well as if the individual in the hook of my arm 
were the President of the United States. My intention 
in this little talo is simply to give tho incidents of a 
printer's life, wherein his heart was concerned, and not 
to meddle with hia profession in any way, save to dignify 
iDj hero by the association. 

The " Freeman's Star" was located in Patny, the shire 
town of Seabum county, in our State, and it exerted a 
great influence upon the mind and manners of the people. 
Society took its tone from the printing-office. The mag- 
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aaixs of the place owned its sway, perhaps through fear, 
and the humblest looked towards it with reverence, for 
they had heard of its power as the " defender of the pco- 
pb'a rights," and never deemed how much of humbug 
there was in the profession. The editor was looked up to 
as a great man, and people would touch one another aa 
ho passed, and whisper, " That is tho editor ! " lie had 
been foreman of a daily office in the city, and his impor- 
tance was unbounded on the assumption of his new 
honors. In a proportionate degree all hands in the ofGco 
wcro marked men. The single journeymen, the grown- 
up apprentice from the neighboring town, and tho dcmor. 
himself, were all marked individuals, and people treated 
them deferentially for their connection with the " mighty 
engine" that had such power. Their opinions, expressed 
at times about the weather, or the elections, or the crops, 
were listened to attentively, and everythmg that appeared 
in the Freeman's Star was imputed to one or the other of 
the "printers" by the particular friends of each. Lot a 
piece of village poetry appear, or a good story cull».l 
from some city paper, and at once would be seen in it by 
the different parties traces of the mind of eacli of their 
favorites. They would have known it to be his if they 
Lad seen it in the moon, if they were by accident located 
in that planet and had met with it there. 

It was in this office that I made the acquaintance 
of tho hero of my story — tho grown-up apprentice — ■ 
who bore the uneuphonious name of Jabez Bee. Ho was 
a spirited fellow, very iutelligent, and as full of mischief 
" aa an egg is fall of meat," to use an expressive modern- 
ism. He was a constant attendant upon the tavern, in 
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all his leisure moments, where, attracting a crowd jf 
countrymen around him, ho would astonish them hy tho 
keenness of his wit and the extent of his information, and 
many a marvellous story have his country friends carried 
homo " as latest news," that originated in the teeming 
brain of Jabez. Steamboats were blown up and railroad 
accidents were as common then, in this way, as now, 
when the melancholy realities need no draught upon tho 
funcy, for instances. 

But he gained a character for wit at the expense of 
his moral reputation, w hich is too often the case ; and at 
eighteen, tliough everybody liked him and laughed with 
him, he was set down as not likely "to turn out very 
well" — a great phrase in Patny. People cautioned 
their sons and daughters about going ia his company, 
and "Evil communications corrupt good manners" was 
written as a copy in every girl's and hoy's writing-book 
in town. But ho laughed at them all, and the boys 
joined him; and the girls, who, somehow or other, always 
Bocm to set more by the wild and mischievous than by 
tlie staid and prudent, loved Jabe^ very sisterly. Ho 
was bold and generous — qualities which no true woman 
can Bce in a man without admiring them. 

Far more discerning than older ones in matters of soul, 
they had discriminated long ago between the mischief 
and wildness of Jabez and his malice and wickedness, and 
a largo balance was set down in their hearta in favor of 
his good qualities. They saw a sympathetic smilo or 
tear where those who decried him saw bat levity and 
heartlessness. They smiled upon him for striving to 
Bave the child's lamb from drowning in the well, and ro- 
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joiced outright \vhen he threw the bullj over the fence, 
who wa8 maltreating the widow's son. 

The most beautiful girl in Patny was Suaan Bray. 
She was a charming little creature, with an ej'e as blue 
as a violet in spring, a voice aa soft as the evening hird's, 
a cheek like the blush of the apple blossom, and a breath 
aa sweet as its perfume breathed over the pearly purity 
of her teeth. Her form was slight and graceful, and aa 
lithe as the bending com or the wavy pliancy of the 
yicldhig grass. I am not good at describing beauty in 
ladies. 'T is not my forte ; but I am determined here- 
after to put myself under the hand of my friend Paul 
Creyton, or some other master of art, and become better 
versed in the science of drawing word-portraits. Enough 
is it for my purpose to say that she was very beautifnj, 
and that over her beauty was thrown a fascination of 
manner and a propriety that was peculiarly delightfnl. 
She gained for herself from her admirmg companions the 
expressive soubriquet of " the illy of the vale," and her 
modesty and grace justified the title. 

She was the daughter of Mr. Bray, the village black- 
smith, and having been educated in a distant town, her 
return to Patny was like the rising of a hew star or the 
discovery of a new flower. The young men were de- 
lighted with her manners, and the young women — ■ 
pleasant creatures — ■ gave her their hearts willingly, for 
they feared rivalry fi-om her no more than they would 
from the new moon. She moved in a circle that tlie bold 
printer boy did not enter. The blacksmith was i hai-d 
man, and the reputation of Jabea was such that it did 
not commenditself very favorably to the old man'a mind. 
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and he had diacouraged acquaintance with him. From 
the time of her return, however, had Jabez Bee looked 
upon the fair Susan admiringly, hut at a distance. Ho 
gazed upon her with a respectful feeling that had no 
affinity with the lighter and laughing affection he felt 
for the village girls of his acquaintance. He felt that 
she was a superior heing to the whole of them, and his 
soul howed with reverence at her shrine — hoping 
nothing and asking nothing hut to lay its silent offering 
at her feet, as the simple votary brings garlands in the 
still of the morning to hang upon the shrine of some 
favorite saint. It was a beautiful feeling, and aa pure 
aa beautiful. The love at first almost unconscious 
became at length the absorbing feeling of his life. It 
marked his conduct and conversation, and the unconfesscd 
passion he felt moulded the impetuous and the wild boy 
into a dreamer and a visionary. He pored over books, 
and the woods and glena and water-brooks were familiax 
with his footsteps. He acted in shortj dear reader, aa 
you, and I, and almost all others, have done, or miglit 
have done, under hke circumstances, made himself very 
ridiculous, and the Freeman's Star literally groaned with 
the efforts of his awakened muse; and well it might groan, 
as everybody did that read what he wrote. The poetry 
was more truthful than lovely, and its quantity, like 
the Irishman's dance, compensated for its quality. The 
change in his conduct was marked. Business was more 
closely attended to, and the tavern frequented less. Ho 
became a perfect marvel to his friends, who wondered 
what had come over him, and as the spiritual knockings 
had just come along, some, in levity, gave it aa their 
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Opinion that he had had aa ifitcrview irith tho ghost of 
hia grandmother, that had rebuked his gracelessnesa. 
But though he iras less lively than formerlj, he was none 
the less kind to all, and everybody loved him as well or 
better than ever. 

But fate, so called — that officiates as a sort of junior 
Providence in the affairs of men — decided that a passion 
so fostered and concealed should be known, and tliat all 
the speculation with regard to Jabez Bee's mystery, 
grandmother's ghost and all, should be swallowed up by 
a knowledge of the feet. 

There was to he a great picnic in Patny. The Free- 
man's Star had annoimced it for a month in big type, 
and in an editorial notice had apprized the people that it 
was to occur on such a day, weather permitting — tho 
editor dwelling with great eloquence upon the happy 
comhmation of beauty and cold chicken, pancakes and 
poetry, crackers and conversation, cider and scenery, in 
making up the sum total of its enjoyment. The day 
came auspiciously ; tho sun was bright, and the air waa 
halmy; the lads and lasses laughed lavishly, and the 
birds sang sweetly in the hushes. In a grove near, the 
company held high carnival to Pan, and the arches 
of the woods were vocal with the noise of mirth. Near 
by was a charming little lake, hemmed in by trees and 
bordered by sedges, dotted here and there by patches of 
lily pads, amid whose deep green the water flowers 
gleamed like stars, and this lake wooed many to its brink, 
to admire ita beauty, to plash in its cool water, or sail 
upon its still bosom in a tiny boat that was at hand. 
Jabez and Susan were of the party, and through tho 
23* 
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atmosphere of her presence ho saw a now and mystical 
beauty in everything — the trees were greener, the ber- 
ries were brighter, the air was balmier, and the music of 
the pines had a new and sweeter melody. Susan was 
one of a few that had wandered towards the lake, and 
Jabea had watched her at a distance, fondly drinking in 
with every faculty of his being her chainas as they 
became revealed to him, in her playful movements among 
the trees ; and her smiles, though not for him, were sun- 
shine to his heart. And now his heart, that interesting 
organ, throbs wildly, as he sees her with playful reck- 
lessness step upon the tiny boat and push it from the 
shore. The treacherous twig to which the boat vf^ tied 
broke at the strain it received, and Susan Bray was aHoat 
and alone upon the waters of the lake. Each effort she 
made to gain the shore was fruitless, when, her paddle 
having become entangled in tlie lily pads, she was 
thi-own, pale as one of her kindred hhes, into the water. 
Confusion immediately ensued, and rash endeavor to 
save her only threatened her more sure destruction, when 
Jabez Eee rushed madly to the scene, and in a minute 
was by her aide. The water was very deep, but, with 
one arm grasping the boat and the other supporting his 
fair burden, ho held her above tho current until assist- 
ance came, when, completely exhausted witli tho exer- 
tion used, he fainted as ho reached tho shore. 

In such manner did the intimacy commence be- 
tween Jabez, the printer, and the iair Susan Bray, an 
intimacy that resulted in a mutual affection as pure and 
exalted as ever burned in the breast of more noted heroes 
or heroinea of romance. Tho heroic conduct and gener- 
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ouity of her lover won her heart, as her beauty and inno- 
cence had won his, and they were mutually happy, of 
coarse. 

But the Ereeman's Star waned in its brilliancy ; its 
four hundred subscrihers did not pay; buckets and 
apple-sauce, in which subscribers generally paid, had 
ceased to be negotiable articles in the payment for paper 
and ink ; and the Star went down in darkness, leaving 
poor Jabez minus employment, but with p!u3 liope, Love 
fed llopo, and Hope held out her candle, and Paith 
grew strong within him that the future had great things 
in store for him. 

Lovers' partings have been so often described that the 
parting of Jabez and Susan must be imagined ; for, as 
every one will at once perceive, it became necessary for 
them to part. We will merely state with regard to it, 
that it was tender and interesting to themselves, and ab> 
to the miller's maiden sister, who watched the last kiss en 
the door-step, when he tore himself away the night boforo 
he went to Boston. But she didn't hear what he said, 

" Dear Susan," said he, " keep up a good heart, and I 
Bnati return to you, don't fear ; and I will prove myself 
worthy of you, too, God bless you, and when wo meet 
a"ain we will love each other all the better. ' Absence 
makes the heart grow fonder,' you know. So wipe your 
eyes, Susan, dear, and give mo some word that I may 
remember when danger is nigh, and it will prove a love- 
charm that evil and temptation cannot overcome." 

lie pressed her to his beating hcai't as he spoke, and 
put the imprint of h, kiss upon her brow. 

" Jabcz," said she. smiling through her tears, " yow 
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"ffectiofla may bo sorely tried in the great city, and 
lemptation will beset your path, but my pi-aycra shall ba 
ffered for you, and the word I would have you remem- 
»r al)ove ail others ia Fidelixy. Let us be faithful to 
'ach other. Remember, ' fidelity.' '' 

He kissed the lips that uttered the word and vowed to 
remember. 

Fidehty ! It is a sti-ong word, and embraces in its 
meaning the whole duty of man. All of love, truth, 
ionesty, is comprised in its significatioa. Faithful ! 
Of course he would he faithful; and how could he be 
fttherwise 1 In the ardor of his young love, it Heemcd 
Jic easiest thing in the world. 

And now he is in the city, a wondering and admiring 
itranger ; and, after considerable difficulty % compositor 
m a morning paper Daj by diy and niglit hy nj^ht 
ligh up under the ea^cs la ho todmg brtathng the 
fetid and smoky atmosphere of the pr ntm f oflici, IIu 
^las become " the slave of the limp — he -ml all the 
other slaves." Njght whii-h Irm^a reat to the ^orll 
brings no rest to him The holy Sabbath witii ita '-weet 
influences, brings no solice — for him Chi st has risen 
in vain. The click of types at m Inight is hciid like i 
death-watch, denoting the fliol"t of time Ttltgrajhi 
steamboats and railio'uls comluie fjr h 9 liseomfort 
The rockless and the unhappy aio hs compimons anl 
grace struggles in vain to giow in an atmoaj hero imj reg 
natcd with lamp-smoke and sin It 13 a sicrifioe of 
liberty and health, of bo ly an 1 soul foi money 

Jaboz hag a strong hope in him ^hich sistains him 
He hears the ribald jest often aimed at whit he re^i Is 
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moat sacied , he sees the iireverence which bad men show 
for holy things At fiist ho is shocked; but the ingrain 
generosity of hi3 a=iaociat«s leads him to think less unfa- 
vorably of their lack of morals, and he laughs at what at 
first gare Inm pain 

" Fidelity ! " was it a voice at his side that uttered 
the cabalistic word in his ear, and that sunk down into his 
heart? That word saved him. It was a good angel en- 
shrined in hia memory that came to warn him of danger 
and exhort him to faithfulness, and his feelings became 
again pure and fresh as when he left their inspiration. 

" Come, Jabez ! " said a brother typo, " 't is Saturday ; 
for this day, at least, we are free ; and now, my boy, 
what say you to having a good time ') Let 's go round 
and see the folks." 

And with a laugh on his lip, and the fire of fun in his 
eye, and a sense of freedom in his mind, he went with 
his good-natured persuader — plunged with him into dens 
where mm Sowed like water, and the hoarse shout of 
revelry smote his ear with the discordance of the bottom- 
less pit. It needed no friendly warning to save him, for 
his spirit shrank instinctively at the sights he saw, and 
the sounds he heard. One aftej- another of those places 
he visited, and each time with a dimming sense of their 
abominations ; the light of conscience became foggy in 
the dun of tobacco smoke, and sensibility was blunted in 
the frequency of the vile exhibitions that met his gaze. 

PiDELiTY ! That word came agam to him, and the 
Bcalea fell {ram his eyes. The demon ha^i lost his 
fower, and the serpent was revealed ia all his hideous- 
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From pleasure to pleasure, through temptation aftei 
temptation, in the dance, in the saloons, in the theatre, 
his secret monitor came to him like the voice of a fire- 
bell, and his spirit grew strong nnilcr its admonition. 
In seasons of quiet and peaceful enjoyment, too, the 
word came to him approvingly, and his soul received it 
as a beautiful token of unbroken love, and hope revived. 

It must be confessed, I think, that never yet was 
printer attended hy so faithful a. monitor, or by one that 
was half so well heeded. 

And now sickness pressed upon Jabca, and he thought 
he was going to die. I heheve that it always happens 
that people in iove, or homesick people, are more fearful 
of death than othera. It is your jolly debtor, whO; 
honest man, hopes, by paying the debt of nature, to pay 
all the rest he owes, that is ready to die. The poor 
printer was sad, and " Fidelity " was heard but faintly 
in his dread to go. He was delirious. His mind wan- 
dered amid early scenes again with Susan Bray. Her 
voice he heard in his dreams exhorting him to fidelity. 
Again they stood together ^>.*i the old door-step in 
Patny, and he wa.s pouring into her listening car the 
story of his temptations and his support, and received 
from her sweet lips the deserved approval of his faith- 
fulness. The meeting-house came up in his dream of 
bliss, and within its walls, robed in white, stood Susan 
Eray, and by her side himself, arrayed in the bravery 
of a holiday suit, a happy bridegroom. A new Star 
arose in Patny, boasting innumerable subscribers, who 
all paid in money, and not in buckets and apple-sauce, 
himself its editor, and himself the most important man 
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in the village, and whispered about as he walked along 
the street. Alas ! 't was but the vagaij of a diseased 
mind, soon dispelled by the officious obtrusion of a spoon 
with medicino beneath his nose. Day by day he was 
watched almost hopelessly. At last, however, a youth- 
ful constitution triumphed over disease and medicine, a 
fearful odds, and he became conscious. Bright eyes 
were beaming over him ; bluo eyes, suffused with tears 
and affection ! Reader, can you guess whose eyes they 
were 1 Right. You have guessed right the first time. 
Tbey were Susan Bray's, as bright and true as when, 
two years before, he had left them at Patny, though they 
had shed many tears over his prostrate form during his 
unconsciousness, — as if he, or any printer that ever 
lived, were worth such solicitude '! 

The fii-st word they both prononnccd was " Fidelity," 
and their eyes proclaimed the fidelity of their hearts. 

It is now about four years since the foregoing scene 
was enacted, and the other day I received No, 1 of a 
new paper called the Freeman's Star, from Patny, edit?^ 
and printed hy Jabca Bee. A letter accompanied the 
paper, containing a request that I should visit him at 
home, and that Susan, Ms wife, would be delighted to 
see me. As soon as spring opens I shall go. 

Success to the printers, say I; and when temptation is 
besetting them, as it too often is, may they have a voice 
to speak to their generous souls, exhorting them to 
"Fidelity." 
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ON GHOSTS. 

believe in ghosts, 
'artingtOQ *? " it waa 
f the old lady, somo- 

I be sure I do," re- 
he, " aa much as I 
that bright .fulmi- 
lere Tvili rise in iho 
:)-iiiorTOw morning, it' 
and nothing happens, 
apprehensions have 
Y appeared in our 
u.,.. ...niily. Why, I saw 
my dear Paul, a fortnight 
before he died, with my own eyes, jest as plain as I see 
you now ; and though it turned out artenvards to be a 
rosebush with a night-cap on it, I shall always think, to 
the day of my desolation, that it was a forerunner sent 
to me. 'T other one came in the night, when we were 
asleep, and carried away three candles and a pint of 
spirits that wo kept in the houso for an embarkation. 
Believe in ghosts, indeed ! I guess I do, and he must 
be a dreadful styptic aa does n't ! " and she piously turned 
to the part of the Book relating to the witch of Endor. 
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STAGE COMPINIOWSHIP. 

SoMS folks aro always talking, and some, with pi^o- 
voking taciturnity, are always saying nothing, to use a 
left-handed expression. Wo like a good talker, intelli- 
gent, quick, ready, — whose happy conversational power 
tends to make the rough way of life pleasant ; and wo 
have a corresponding dread of one who drones, and hes- 
itates, and spealts only by monosyllables, and then as if 
he took out each word and looked at it hefqre he dai-od 
to utter it. It is amusing at times to observe two of 
these human opposites come in contact, — to hear the 
lively laugh and playful jest of the one, as he rattles on, 
like a fast horse over the paving-stones, striking a spai'k 
at every st«p, and the sombre glumness of the other, 
who, hardly deigning to smile, sits tongucless, brooding 
over his thoughts, like a hen at midnight. Put the two 
in a stage-coach or rail-car, to modernize a little, and see 
how the former will shine ; while the latter, poor dum- 
my, though perhaps morally and intellectually worth sis 
of the former, sits unnoted, or regarded only as some 
cheap fellow of no conseq^uence, 

We were one of three who one day, long ago, oecupieil 
seats with the driver of a stage, during a fifty mile riile, 
and one of the company was the merriest fellow we ever 
saw. He told stories, sung songs, and laughed, till all 
rang again, with our accompaniment, by the "dim 
woods " that we passed, and over the hills that we 
21 
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climbed. It waa a jolly ride, surpassing that, we thiuk, 
of the renowned Mr. Pickwick, where the verj correct 
Bob Sawyer occupied an equally outside position with 
our illustrious selves. We were somewhat inclined to be 
merry in those days, may Heaven forgive us ! and that 
ride waa an event to be remembered iife-long. The 
whole party enjoyed it, save one, and ho was the most 
woebegone-looking customer we had ever seen. Joking 
would n't move him ; he was impenetrablo to any missile 
of that kind, and there ho sat with a countenance fifty 
miles long, — 't ia fair to reckon it by the length of tho 
road, — gazing very sadly at tho right ear of tho nigh 
horse. Our funny companion at last bent his whole battery 
upon the silent man, and tried to draw him out. It waa 
an entire failure, and the joker, a little chagrined at the 
other's imperturbability, asked him, in a somewhat hasty 
tone, why the (something) he didn't talk. Withctut 
moving his eyes from the contemplation of the horse'a 
ear, he opened hia head, and these words dropped out: 
"What's~4he~use— of— talking? " 



" My son," said Mr. Smith to hia little boy who waa 
devouring an egg, — ■ it was Mr. Smith's desire to instruct 
his boy, — "My son, do you know that chickens come 
out of eggs?" 

"Ah, do they, fatherl" said young Hopeful; "I 
thought that eggs came out of chickens ! " 

The elder Smith drew back from the table sadly, and 
gazed upon hia son, then put on his hat and went to hia 
worL 
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MU. SLOW UPON MORAL WORTH. 

" 'SiMELEcn, you must try aud be a good man- — I'va 
alTvaya taught you that. Never let your name be at a 
discoTinfi on 'change; always mind and take up your 
notes, 'cause credit 'a everything in the, world. Wliat 's 
a man without credit? He a'n't nothing — he a'n't oo- 
ivhero. For s nian to he without credit is about as bad 
as poverty, and a man without money or credit is to be 
despised. Avoid such people as you would the small- 
pox. Look at your gran'ther. 'Bimelech; there's a 
sample for you to folluw. He always acted right. He 
never owed a dollar, aud never Inst one, 'cause he was 
shrewd. He never run round, lending his money to 
folks — not he. Morgidges did it; and people used to 
love to have him foreclose on 'cm, 'cause he did it so 
good-naturedly. He was a good man. His name was 
always right on 'change. He could always get money, 
let it be ever so hard. You never catched him squander- 
ing his money on charitable humbugs, and encouraging 
porpoises — not he ; and when he died he was worth two 
hundred thousand dollars, and the ships' colors were 
histed half-mast, 'cause a good man had fell in Israel ! " 
'Bimelech must improve under such training. andisnS 
ft the world's teaching continually? 
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MR. SLOW OFF SOUNDINGS. 

"The airth ia round, my son," said Mr. Slow^ im- 
pressively, taking an apple from Abimelecli's Laod, and 
holding it up between his thumb and finger, " like a 
napple, and revojves on its own axle-tree round the sun, 
jest as reg'lar as any machine you ever see, The airth 
is made up of land, and water, and rooks, besides vege- 
tation and trees, and things growing. The mountings 
upon the service of the earth are very high, —more 'n 
a half a mile, I should think ; somo of 'em are called 
white mountmgs, because they a'n't black. The ocean 
isverydeep, and somo folks thinks it hasn't got no bottom. 
This is all gammon. Everything has got a bottom, 
my son. The reason they can't find it is 'cause the 
world is round. They throw their sinker overboard, and 
it goes right through one side, like this" — .(thrusting 
hb knife through the apple) , — " and hangs down under- 
neath, jest BO. Of course they can't find a bottom." 

Mr. Slow gave his hoy the apple, and turned rovnd, 
much satisfied with himself 



" What is a waxed end 1 " asked one not posted in 
the vocabulary of Lynn. 

" A waxed end," was the reply, " is the end l.h-'t. 
receives the whacks." 



o.led by Google 



AH EDITOR A LITTLE HEATED. 



AN EDITOE A LITTLE HEATED. 

Copy ! quotha'! copy! — with the thermometer at 96", 
it.'iat an unconscionable dog it is, to be sure, to worry 
one so. Not one lino, so help us Stebbings ! ~ not one 
line. Ayaunt ! quit our sight ! for the heat of the day 
is fused into our spirit, and, 

" Bj tliat snord ivliicli gleams above ub," 
annihilation awaits you, if ^ou dare pro\olie ua with your 
importunity. The idea ot iMitmg it such time if abjm 
inable, and no reasonable devil would insist on t Aiilo 
knave thou art at best, with thy swart ani lark jii\9 
there distended, bawling foi copy Gun away }oii v, iif 
from the lake of Tartarui nho^e huming fluod ne er 
yielded a more hideous whelp for our or the woilda 
torment. We tell thee, swart mmion vik Mercury of 
inordinate jours, that copy thou canst not have What ' 
write when the atmosphere like hot la\a wicathes the 
brow and sticks there with the tt,nac ty of molten pitch 
and bums and bums nj on the bra n like the thiist foi 
revenge, or the seething <(cild of impending pcourury 
obligation? Away, caitiff' and teil thy masteis tl s 
and tell them, too," that wc will set, them hanged ero 
we will wrjt« a lino for tlitm to day Vamoso ' n i zle 
scatter ! or, by St. Paul, temj cr outraged shall tik to 
itaelf fonUj and launch its thunders on thy dc^ itc 1 he 1 ' 
But, stay. This, the ebullition of out wrth is top 
poor at best, — give it 'em. 
24* 
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DON'T CUT IT, MISS. 

" Don't you thiak my dress niucli too long ? " asked 
Serapliina, tiie youngest of the seven, of old Eoger. 

" Don't cut it, miss, even if it is, I beg of you as a 
friend not to cut it," said the old man seriously. 

" Why not 1 " inquired she, timidly. 

" Because, miss, I remember a difficulty of my own 
once, under like circumstances, ivhich was a source of 
much shame to me. Overtaken hy a severe shower far 
from home, I was terribly drenched, and a new pair of 
Bheepskiji inexpressibles that I wore, tied close at the 
knee, as was the fashion then, received the dripping 
Btrearas from my body, and, distended like a bad case of 
the dropsy, fell below my calves ; like your dress, they 
were too long, and I cut them off at the knee. But the 
warm sun came out, the sheepskin contracted ; inch by 
inch I felt it creeping up my legs ; and, by the time I 
got home, you may bo suro I was a sight to behold. 
Don't cut it, miss, unless you feel perfectly sure it will 
not shrink more." 

There was a smile at the old gentleman's delicacy in 
the matter, but there could be no fear of danger, and 
they didn't see how the cases were parallel at all. 
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T¥EWTY-Nir(E GATS. 

" Scat ! " screamed Mrs. Partington, from the head 
of the stairs, aa the noise of an interesting quadruped of 
the cat species in the kitchen below met her cars, 
" Scat ! I say ! " 

She listened to ascertain the result of her command ; 
but the noise was resumed, and the little kitchen echoed 
again with the feline music — spitting and mewing, and 
growl Uj, with the concitenation of m-dignity m every 
note of it thit reached her as iht, leaned o^er the han- 
latei 

Grf 13 Hea en ci el -ihe I shoull think 
thcie was twenty of em wliat '^/lall I da' Scat!" 
she screamed a^oin and the noise redouble 1 indeed, it 
■vppearcd to hei excite 1 fmoy that a lenforccment had 
amied ind weie all in full chorus and novtlie crash 
of crockeiy added to 1 er fear She dared not yo down, 
for of all th ngs in the ^orld she feared a spiteful cat. 
It became suddenly stiU m a moment or «o and she 
ventuied down stj.iis A biokcn plate was on the floor, 
with traces of molisses upin the fngracnta and Ike 
very dcmuielj sat beh nd the uto^e countin^j his mar- 
bL= 

Has til re been any cats in hero Isaac ■* said the 
kind old lady, looking anxiously round the room. 

"Twenty-seven, twenty-eight, twenty-nine" — 

" Where, for goodness sake, did twenty-nine cats come 
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from'? " asked slie ; " but I knowed there was a good 
many of 'em." 

" And there 's a twoser," continued Ike, stjll count- 
ing, " and a Chinese." 

" Anything like the Maltees, Isaac 1 '" inquired she. 

" I mean marbles, aunt," said Ike. 

"And I mean eats, Isaae," said Mrs. Partington, se- 
verely. 

It was a scene for a painter, — Coffin should do it 
up, — her eyes alternated hetween the broken plate and 
the boy, as if pondering the mystery of the sounds she 
had heard, and Ike wiped the molasses from his mouth 
on his sleeve. Did n't the molasses on the plate explain 
if? He had to take a lecture, you may depend, on the 
certainty of roguish hoys being awfully punished for 
plaguing the aged, and he had to read the story aloud, 
before he went to bed that night, of the boys who were 
eaten up by the sho-bears. 



A COACil containing a young man and woman with 
one trunk on behind, — behind the coach is meant, — is 
pleasingly suggestive of matrimony. 

"Yes," says old Roger, sardonically, "but a half 
dozen young ones and seven bandboxes are much mora 
— there 's no mistaking signs like tliose." 
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Mils. PAUTINGTON ON TOBACCO. 

" I KNOW that tobaeeo is very dilatorious," said Mrs. 
Partington, as Mr, Traak sat conversing with her upon 
the body and soul destroying nature of the weed. " I 
know that tobacco ia dilatorious, especially to a white 
floor;" and, talcing out her snuff-box, — the broad one 
with the picture of Napoleon on the cover, — she tapped 
it, and offered a pinch to her guest. 

" Snuff is just as bad," said he, laying his fingci 
gently on her arm and speaking earnestly . — ' ' snuff in- 
jures the intellect, affects the nerves, destroys the memo- 
ry; it ia tobacco in its most subtle form, and the poison 
appears as the devil did in Eden, under a pleasing 
exterior." 

She gazed upon him a moment in silence. 

" I know," said she, "it has a tenderness to the head ; 
but I couldn't do without it, it ia so auxiliarating to 
me when I am doivn to the heel ; and if it is a pizcn, aa 
you call it, I should have been killed by it forty years 
ago. Good snuff, like good tea, is a great blessing, and 
I don't 6ee how folks who havo no amusement can get 
along without it." 

The box was dropped ba«k to its receptacle, and her 
friend took his leave, sighing that she would persist in 
Bhortening her days by the uae of snuff, and stopped a 
moment to lecture Ike, who was enjoying a sugar cignr 
upon the front door-step. 
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GUITAR IN THE HEAD. 

Mrs. Partington's neighbor, Mrs. Sled, complained 
one morning of a nnging in her ears 

" It must be owing to the guitar in your head dear," 
Baid the old lady Sho knew e^try sort of human ail- 
ment, and, like tlic down cast doctoi was death on fits. 
" I know ivhat ringing in the ears 11 Loutinuei she; 
" for my eai-g used to 1 n^ so bad somct mes aa to wako 
Paul out of his ileep thinking it was on ahrm of 
fire ! " 

There was no doubt she was telling what was true, but 
there were some that questioned it in a gentle cough. Wo 
have n't a doubt of its truth. 



A SINGULAR FACT. 

" Tjiem are very fat critters," remarked Mrs. Part- 
ington, as she stood viewing a yoke of splendid steers- 

" Yes 'm,'" replied the farmer, " and, would you be- 
lieve it, mum, they were fattened on nothin' but oat 
straw, and it hadn't been threshed, neither." 

"You don't say so! " said she, and, for a moment, 
doubt of the probability of the story occupied her mind ; 
it iras but for a moment. " Well, I never ! " continued 
she, and turned aside to admire the beauties of a new 
cider-press. 
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A HIT AT THE TIMES. 

" Bred by steam-power ! " screamed Mrs. Partington, 
SB she bsard Isaac commence a paragraph about making 
broad by steam. She laid down her work, pbced her 
handri upon her lap, and looked broadly at the boy 
thrcagh her specs. " Bred by steam ! " said she ; " what 
wiii the world do next 1 I wonder if this is one of the 
labor- saving inventions, now. But I see what it ^rill end 
ia. People are fast enough now, in all conscience; but 
fi-hat will they do when they come to be bred by steam- 
power, if they act according to their bringing up? Ah, 
Isaac, people may be faster now, but they are no better 
than they used to be ! " 

Isaac explained that it was a new mode of making 
bread. She looked at him steadily for a moment, when, 
taking a, thumb and finger full, she put the cover on 
the box, resumed her knitting, and told Isaac to go 
on, which he did. 
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THE POOR PRINTER. 




E poor punter — poor in 
iUise we mean — reduced 
to ppnuiy ind jr\.^ and 
asking alma ibout the 
prmtin^ ofBcci la i mcl- 
itholj ''lot.t Itere is 
enough in one such =«pcc- 
ta(,le to yye any man the 
' double bieasted horrors" 
\ for a wHole day. There ia 
a most woe-begone, miser- 
able hopelessness in him 
as he asks jour aid in the name of his profession, — ol 
printing, — the noble art that he, perhaps, may have 
honored in his better days. Bad luck, or worse liquor, — 
often symptoms of the latter predominate, — combined 
with a ■want of self-respect, have reduced him to his 
present condition. He is no common beggar. There is 
a something in hia tone, as he asks for your aid, that tella 
plainly it is not his true vocation ; that he is forcing hia 
nature into a most unnatural current in asking for assist- 
ance. He has none of the small lies that appear ready- 
framed on the lips of common beggars. No volcanoes 
have poured their burning lavaa on his head or other 
property; no furious tornadoes have Bwept away his 
' ' ' hopes Mid homestead, and driven him forth a 
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wanderer ; no overiyliclining tide has pursued him relent- 
lessly in other lands to gire him a fortune here. 'But he 
stands before jou, and his appearance pleads for him. 
He looks like a low case, duwty and pied, or a form 
picked for sorts and sqnabfaling under the accumulation 
of indulged dust. There is persuasion in his seedy coat, 
buttoned to the chin — a coat in -which a dim gentility 
struggles to overcomo the poverty- clouds or cobwebs that 
mar it ; there is persuasion in tiie hat, that venerable tile, 
whose form of three iashiona past indicates certainly as 
an almanac the date of the declension of his golden days ; 
there is persuasion in his familiar look at things, and the 
air that says, "This is nothing newto mo — I've seen 
all this before;" there is persuasion much more in the 
tone of the voice that asks the gift, as if it were a loan, 
or the return of some money in your keeping for him. 
There is no servility in his asking, and his story is a 
direct recital of his troubles. He is sick, has a disorder 
in his head, his wife is dead, his hope has all fled, for days 
has n't seen a bed, nor had one mouthful of bread, and is 
quite famish-ec?. What a recital ! and you cry, "Kuf 
ced I " and the quarter comes at once from yonr yielding 
purse. What a comfortable reflection it is, as we place 
the coin in his extended hand ! and it forces home a ques- 
tion of great moment, drawn from a contingency that grows, 
some think, out of the nature of the art, " Whose turn 
will come next? " and the richest of the journeymen feels 
more humble as he ponders on what may happen. 
25 
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MR. SLO"W ON GRAVE TOPICS. 

" 'BiMELECH, my son," said Mr. Slow, shaking liia 
head with oracular and owl-like profundity, "it isn't 
M-ell to know too much, my boy; your father never did — 
ho know'd too much for that. Thoughts is perplexin', 
and the human mind, 'Bimelech, is too precious a thing 
to he wore out with too much friction. Don't abuse the 
gifts of natcr, my son, 'cause nater'a one of 'em, she is. 
Don't inwestigate anything new, my hoy, 'cause there 'a 
a thousand old things of more consekence to look arter — 
the first of which is number one. New notions perplexeij 
the mind, deaj- — there '3 full enough fools in the world 
who like to look arter sich things, without your troublin' 
your precious head about 'em — 't would n't be a cent of 
benefit to you. Call 'em all humbug and moonshinoj 
and them as believes 'em lunatics and scoundrels, and 
that '11 save you a good many discussions, and give you 
a character for dignity and prudence ; and prudent folks 
make money. Phelosophy and scions, and them things, 
is humbugs, and everything is humbug but money. Mind, 
I tell ye." llr. Slow ceased, overcome by hia own elo 
%ueQce. 
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PAYING AN OLD DEBT. 

WoRKiHO out a debt is often called " working a dead 
horse," and we think not inaptly, the more especially 
when a man is poor, with a family depending upon him 
for support ; then a pickaxe becomes a weary thing, and 
every shovel-full of dirt weighs four times as much as 
when the heart of the laborer is cheered by the hope of 
the dollar ahead. But it is well to pay one's debts ; 
though it is far better not to owe anything, — a piece of 
advice that Saint Paul utters with great earnestness, as 
if he were practically sensible of the disadvantage of 
indebtedness. 

A man who had run up a long score at a shop for 
liquor, cigars, and other creature comforts, found himself 
utterly unable to pay a stiver of it. In vain was ho urged 
to pay the bill, and in vain was he threatened if he 
did n't ; he had n't any money, — the true secret of iiis 
getting in debt in the first place, — and the creditor gave 
it up. At last he thought he would compromise the 
matter, and let the man work the debt out. The cred- 
itor had a large pile of wood in his bam, several cords 
of it, nicely sawed and split, and he forthwith set the. 
debtor at work to throw the wood into the street and 
then pile it back again, at the rate of a shilling an hour, 
until the whole debt should be wiped out. The man 
took hold with a will, and, in a short time the wood waa 
all in the street ; then it went back with equal celerity, 
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find thea out again and then in; everybody wondering 
what it could mean. Some charitably intimated that he 
waa crazy, and Others, etjually charitable, said he was 
drunk. He toiled on thua the whole day, throwing the 
wood back and forth, but every hour seemed Ml sixty 
minutes longer than its predecessor, as he watched the 
clock on the old church in the neighborhood. He was 
working a, dead horse, and it was hard making huu go. 
But the longest road must have an end, and the hour 
neared when the labor and debt would cease together, 
and, as the haimner of the clock told the hour of his 
release, the freed man threw the last stick of wood into 
tlie street with a shout of triumph. Tho shout biought 
the owner of the wood to tho door, who found his late 
debtor putting on his coat to go away. 

" Halloo ! " said he, " you are not going aivay without 
putting the wood back again, are you? " 

" I '11 put it back again for a shilling an hour," said 
the man. 

Tho proprietor of the wood saw that he had been done, 
hut good-naturedly told his late debtor to go ahead and 
put it back. He went about it ; but, strange to say, it 
took him just throe times as long to put it back as it did 
to throw it out. 



Mrs. Partington having been asked what tho con- 
sequences would bo if an irrcsbtible should come in 
contact with an immovable body, replied that she thought 
one or t' other of 'em wotild get hurt. 
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OPERATIC REBUKE. 

"I can't catch the.malady!" said Mrs. EartJagton, at 
the opera, as she stood upon tiptoe, in the lobby of the 
Iloward Athenjeum, in vain attempting to look over the 
heads before her. She had received a ticket, but it 
secured nothing but an outa'ie position, and she had 
gone wandering round like a jolly planet, without any 
particular orbit. Ike was in the gallery, eating a pen- 
ny's worth of pea-nuts, and throwing the shells into tho 
parquet below. "I can't catch tho malady of the up- 
roar, and more 'n half the words arc all Dutch to me. 
This is the first opiatic performance I ever went to, and 
if I can't get a seat, I can't stand it to come agin." 

She said it very firmly. As she was going down the 
stairs, a young gentlemao, with curly hair, reached over 
the banisters, and blandly informed her that be could 
furnish her with a seat. She turned her benevolent 
spectacles, and face attached, towards him, and told Lim 
it was rather late, after the evening had half gone, to 
think of politeness. 

It was a picture ! The young curly head bending over 
the banister, and the spectacles, and tho black bonnet, 
and the widow of Corporal Panl, on the stairs lookinj^ up 
It was sublime 1 

25* 
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It gives U3 a mournful feeling eveiy time tlie above 
sign, on a business street, meets our eye. It is simply 
a white pine sign, with the letters upon it done in 
black. There ia nothing peculiar in its construction; 
but the blank termination, with the ampersand, — once 
the connecting character of a prosperous firm, maybe, 
but now seeming to exist only with reference to some 
future contingency, — denotes separation, and thus, as 
indicating this, the sign becomes an important " sign of 
the times." The name that formerly graced it, though 
no longer needed there, ia still to be traced through the 
white coat spread over it, as if yet asserting its claim to 
consideration. "Alas! poor ghost!" It is better to 
let Smith have it all to himself 

^Vhat caused the separation? Did the "Jonea," 
whom we see dimly through the white lead, which covers 
him like a shroud, "shuffle off this mortal coil," and 
leave Smith there alone, like a boy tilting on one end of 
a plank "i Had Jones a wife and children ; and do they 
yet look up wistfully at the sign as they pass it by, as if 
with a sort of undefined hope in their minds that Jones 
may be in there somewhere nowl Or do they weep as 
they ga30 upon it at its suggestion of their own loneli- 
ness 7 Or has the widow forgotten, long ago, the man 
under the mould, and another Jones, with another name, 
taken his place in the domestic firm 7 Or does she yet 
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Btend, like the amporsand on the sign, beckoning some 
other Jones to write his name on the blank space in her 
heart, and begin anewl 

It may have been a separation in strife, where uncon- 
geniality of mind, temper, and habits, engendered bitter- 
ness, and the hours flow by freighted with mutual curses 
upon the ill-starred union of "Smith & Jones," and 
separation was the result. How happy were they, may- 
be, atthe beginning, as they eat down to talk over their 
business schemes, while Hope held her candle for them 
as they ciphered out a path to fortune through the 
intricacies of trade, — talking as lovers talk; never 
dreaming, like lovers, that the elements might exist in 
themselves for the destruction of their hopes and happi- 
ness ! We can fancy the bitter days, the reproaches, 
abuse, and violence, that ended in the painter's brush 
upon the sign, and the announcement in the Post, of 
"dissolution." But why is that ampersand left there? 
Does Smith, with his bitter experience, want another 
Jones to torment him f 

Perhaps Smith & Jones were well-meaning men, who 
tried the firm on and found it unable to carry double, 
and then divided, good-naturedly, and arc now carrying 
on trade, each by himself, and each happy in a knowl- 
edge of the good quahtiea of the other ; each ready to 
endorse the other's note ; each having for the other a 
cordial salutation when meeting, and "How are ye, 
Smith 'J " and " How are ye, Jonral" sounding heart- 
ily, as if they meant something more than the words 
usually imply, and inquiring about each other's i 
with aa much earnestness as formerly, when 1 
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each referring to that time with aatiafaction, and speak- 
ing of "my old partner Smith" or "Jo/jes," with 
affection and respect. It is some comfort to conjure up 
a picture lite this, and we regret that " Jones " should 
bo "cut off" in his goodness. 

" Smith & ! ' ' We don't like bi see it, any 

how If " Smith bhoTiId choose to let his name stand 
theie foiever, <ia now, he may do &o it ho can, — nobody 
can hmilLi him, oi will want to Bnt Smith ohould not 
allow that ampersand to remain there as if hintmg at 
BometLmgit is afi-aid to say, — treniblmg upon the \erge 
of it, and holdmg hack without -(ontunng upon it. The 
bond is broken that united the twain, and why should 
Mr. Smith offend our chaste eye by leaving that amper- 
sand to drag along behind his name, now there is no use 
for it, like the end of a broken chain beneath a cart '! 



"Pull away, ma'am, pull away!" said old Hoger, 
in the omnibus, aa he saw a heavy lady dragging vigor- 
ously at the check-string; "another such a jerk as that 
and he must como through." 

" TSirough where? " asked she sharply. 

"Why, through the hole there, to be sure; you 
■were trying to get him through it, was n't you 7 " 

" No, I wasn't; I was only stopping the horses, Mr. 
Impudence." 

"0," Baid the old gentleman, "was that all? excuaa 
me." 

She got out, and the 'bus moved on 
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A WOMAN THAT ONE COULD LOVE. 

" NoAV, there is a -woman that one could bye," said 
old Koger, delightedly, as he saw a figure, arrayed in 
the full feather of fashion, in a ■window in Washington 
street. "A long life could be spent very quietly in 
such company ; no quarrelling for precedence ; no jeal- 
ousy ; no strife of any kind; no teasing for dress and 
follies, till one's purse-stringa ache in sympathy with 
aching heart-stringa, at unchecked extravagance. Even 
I could love such a woman as that." 

"Perhaps you could," responded a sweet voice at hia 
side; "but would it love you back again, think you 1 
There would be no return for your investment of affec- 
tion here in thk heartless thing, this mere frame ; you 
should turn your attention to something worthy of your 
love, where, for a small outlay of affection, a tenfold 
return would be made you in domestic joy." 

" Alas ! " said the old bachelor, " where shall I find 
this'!" 

But the beautiful eyes that met his proved how easily 
the question might be answered ; and, with a melancholy 
Btep, he passed along. He was more a bachelor from 
habit than from choice, after all. 
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INTRODUCING THE WATER. 

LESS me ! " exclaimetl 
Mrs. Paitington, 
coming in out of 
breath, and drop- 
ping down into a 
chair, like a jolly 
old kedge anchor, 
at the same time 
fanning herself with 
an imaginary fan. 
She did not say 
"Bless me," be- 
cause she was in 
want of any partic- 
ular blessing at that time ; it was merely an ejaculation 
of hers, expressive of deep emotion. "Bless me ! " said 
she, ' ' I don't see why tho Water Commissionariea were so 
much worried and fretted about introducing the Cochitu- 
ate water for ; I think it is the easiest thing in the world 
to get acquainted with. Look at that bomiet, now," 
holding up the anticLuated, but well-preserved bit o' crape, 
dripping with watery drops, like the umbrella of Aqua^ 
rius; " look at that bonnet, now !, ruined to all tents and 
porpoiaes by the pesky water-works. Introduce it, in- 
deed ! " continued she, ironically, looking severely at tho 
wrecked article in her hand, " 'ta'n't no use of introducing 
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an accjuaintance that makes eo free with you at first 
sight." 

Sho arose to hang up her bonnet, when Ike, who was 
hanging upon the back of her chair, fell heavily against 
the window, and thrust the rear portion of his person 
through four panes of gloss. 

"0, Isaac!" said she, "you'll be the ruination of 
me. If I was rich as Creosote I could n't stand it." 

Isaac gathered himself from among the fragments of 
glass, and seemed quite tickled with an idea that he could 
Bell the pieces, in conjunction with a reserve of old iron 
and half of the clothes-line and three junk bottles, to 
raise funds for the Fourth of Julj. 
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UATHEE, FUNKY. 

Old Roger was standing in Stato street, and saw an 
Irishman rolling a keg of specie from his cart to the 
institution for which it was intended. 

" There," said the old fellow to a foreign gentleman 
who was standing by him, " there you see the benefit of 
our free institutions ; there is a man who came to this 
country six months ago, as poor as poor could he, and 
now, you sec, he is actually rolling in riches ! " 

He said this, and turned round, veiy red in the face, 
and struck his cane several times violently on the side- 
walk, and waited for his friend to explode. Hearing no 
sound of cachinnation, he turned and found the gentleman 
vainly endeavoring to decipher the emblems on the 
Merchants' Exchange. He evidently had n't understood 
tlie joke. 



ON ONE STRING. 

" The Prayer of Moses executed on one string ! " said 
Mrs. Partington. "Praying, I s'poso, to bo cut down. 
Poor Moses!" sighed she; "executed on one string! 
Well, I don't know as ever I heard of anybody's being 
executed on two strings, unless the rope broke ;" and 
elie went on wosdering how it could be. 
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SEEKING THE LIGHT. 

" I DECLARE, I don't know what to think on it ! " said 
Mrs. Partington, as she looked intently into tho watcr- 
pail. Tlie attitude was peculiar, and the iron-howcd 
specs were on duty, lilie a sentry on a bridge, keeping a 
bright look-out over the water. 

"I can't see into it." 

This was wrong if we take it literally, because the wa- 
ter n'as as pure and transparent as her own benevolence. 

" I cau't see into it, and the more I preponderate upon 
it, the more I'm in a hewilderness. How Mr. Paine can 
make light of water is more than I can see, — I can't 
throw no light on it. I know it 's made of some sort of 
gin. My poor Paul's head used to he made light by gin 
and water, but it didn't burn, as they say this will." 

Her listeners stood hatless, almost breathless, as her 
voice came up through her cap-border, like the steam 
from around the cover of a wash-boiler, while Ike put 
the experiment to a practical test by pouring a dipper of 
water into the stove. 
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JUDGING VIRTUE EY ITS SMELL. 

"It smelis virtuous," said Mrs. Partington, as she 
smelt of the hartshorn-bottle that had long lain away in 
an old-fashioned high closet, before which the old lady 
stood, on It tall chair, exploring the dark interior of the 
receptacle for "unconsidered trifles." "It smells vir- 
tnous." We had often heard of the peculiar odor of 
goodness, that rises like frankincense amid an atmos- 
phere of vice ; and here was a practical application that 
attested the justness of the term. It was sublime ! and 
the figure standing there on the high chair, like Truth 
on a pedestal, with the specs, and the close cap, and tho 
blue yam stockings, formed a subject for a sculptor, 
poorer than which had immortalized hundreds. 



ABUSES OE THE PRESS. 

"The printing-press is a great steam-engine," said 
Mrs. Partmgton; "but I don't believe Dr. Franklin 
ever invented it to commit outrages on a poor female 
woman like me. It makes me say cvcryttiing, Mrs. 
Sled I and some of the things I know must have been 
said when 1 was out, for I can't remember 'em ;" and she 
dropped three stitches in her excitement. " They ought 
to think," continued she, "that them who makes sport 
of the aged don't never live to grow up." 
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MOUSE-IIUrfTING; 

AN ISCIDEST IN THE LIFE OP MRS. PARTINQTOS. 



It was midnight, deep and still, in the mansion of 
Mrs. Partington, — aa it was, very generally, about 
town, — on a cold night in March. So profound was 
the silence that it awaiencd Mrs. P., and she raised 
herself upon her elbow to listen. No sound greeted her 
ears, save the tick of the old wooden clock in the next 
room, which stood there in the dark, like an old chrone, 
whispering and gibbering to itself. Mrs. Partington re- 
lapsed beneath the folds of the blankets, and had one 
eye again well-coaxed towards the realm of dreams, while 
the other was holding by a very frail tenure upon the 
world of reality, when her ear was saluted by the nibble 
of a mouse, directly beneath her chamber window, and 
the mouse was evidently gnawing her chamber carpet. 

Now, if there is an animal in the catalogue of creation 
that she dreads and detests, it is a mouse ; and she has 
a vague and indefinite idea that rats and mice were made 
with especial regard to her individual torment. As she 
heard the sound of the nibble by the window, she arose 
again upon her elbow, and cried " Skoo ! Shoo ! " ener- 
getically, several times. The sound ceased, and she 
fondly fancied that her trouble was over. Again she 
laid herself away as carefully as she would have lain 
eggs at forty-five cents a dozen, when, — nibble, nibble, 
nibble! — she once more heard the odious sound by tb^ 
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window. "Shoo!" cried the old lady again, at tho 
Bame time hurling her shoo at the spot from whence the 
Bonnd proceeded, where the little midnight marauder was 
carrying on his depredationa. 

A light burned upon the heturth, — she could n't sleep 
without a light, —and she strained her eyes in vain to 
catch a glimpse of her tormentor playing ahout amid the 
shadows of tho room. All again was silent, and the 
clock, giving an admonitory tremble, struck twelve. 
Midnight! and Mrs. Partington counted the tintinabulous 
knots as they ran off the reel of Time, with a saddened 
heart. 

Nibble, nibble, nibble ! — again that sound. The 
old lady sighed, as she hurled the other shoe at her 
invisible annoyance. It was all without avail, and 
"shooing" was bootless, for the sound came again to 
her wakeful ear. At this point her patience gave out, 
and, conquering her dread of the cold, she arose and 
opened the door of ker room that led to a corridor, when, 
taking the light in one hand, and a shoe in the other, 
she made the circuit of the room, and explored every 
nook and cranny in which a mouse could ensconse him- 
self. She looked under the bed, and under the old chest 
of drawers, and under the washstand, and "shooed" 
until she could "shoo " no more. 

The reader's own imagination, if he has an imagina- 
tion skilled in limning, must draw tlie picture of the old 
lady wliile upon this exploring expedition, " accoatred 
as she was," in search of the ridiculous mouse. Wo 
have oar own opuiion upon the subject, and must say, 
— with all due deference to the years and virtues of 
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Mra. P,, and with all regard for personal uttractiona 
very striking in one of her years, — we should judge 
that she cut a very queer figure, indeed. 

Satisfying herself that ihe mouse must have left the 
room, she closed the door, deposited the light upon the 
hearth, and again sought repose. How gratefully a 
warm bed feels, when exposure to the night air has 
chilled us, as we crawl to its enfolding covert ! How 
we nestle down, like an infant by its mother's breast, 
and own no joy superior to that we feel, — coveting no 
regal luxury while revelling in the elysium of feathers ! 
So felt Mrs. P. as she again ensconced herself in hed. 
The clock in the next room struck one. 

She was again near the attainment of the state when 
dreams are rife, when, close by her chamber-door, out- 
side she heard that hateful nibble renewed which had 
marred her peace before. With a groan she arose, and, 
seizing her lamp, she opened the door, and had the sat- 
isfaction to hear the mouse drop, step by step, until he 
reached the floor below. Convinced that she was now 
rid of him for tie night, she returned to bed, and 
addressed herself to sleep. The room grew dim, in the 
weariness of her spirit, the chest of drawers in the corner 
was fjist losmg its identity and becoming something else ; 

in a moment more nibble, nibble, nibble! again 

outside of the chamber-door, as the clock in the next 
room struck two. 

Anger, disappointment, desperation, fired her mind 
with a new determination. Once more sho arose, but 
this time she put on a shoe ! — her dexter shoe. Omin- 
ous movement ! It is said that whec a woman wets hof 
26* 
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finger fleiis had better flee. The star of that mouse's 
destiny was setting, and was now near tho horizon. She 
opened the door quickly, and, as she listened a momon'" 
she heard him drop again froift stair to stair, on a speedy 
passage down. 

The entry below was closely secured, and no door waa 
open to admit of his escape. This she knew, and a 
ti-iumphant gleam shot athwart her features, revealed hy 
the raya of the lamp. She went slowly down the stairs, 
until she arrived at the floor helow, where, snugly in a 
comer, with his little bead-like black eyes looking up at 
her roguishly, was the gnawer of her carpet, and the 
annoyer of her comfort. She moved towards him, and 
he, not covetbg the closer acquaintance, darted hy her. 
She pursued him to the other end of tho entry, and 
again he passed by her. Again and again she pursued 
him, with no better success. At last, when in most 
doubt as to which side would conquer, Tortune, perched 
upon tho banister, turned the scale in favor of Mrs. P. 
The mouse, in an attempt to run by her, presumed too 
niuch upon former success. He camo too near her 
upraised foot. It fell upon his musipilar beauties, like 
an avalanche of snow upon a new tile, and he was dead 
forever ! Mrs. Partington gaaed upon him as ho lay 
before her. Though she was glad at tho result, she 
could but sigh at the necessity which impelled the vio- 
lence; but for which the mouse might have long contin- 
ued a blessing to the society in which he moved. 

Slowlj and Biidly slie marched up slairs. 
With ber shoe all euUied and gory ; 

And the wateh, who saw 't throagh the front door squareis. 
Told us this part of the etory. 
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That mouse di(l not trouble Mra. Partington again 
that nigiit, and the old clock in the next room struck 
three before sleep again visited the eyelids of the relict 
of Corporal Paul. 



STAR-GAZING. 

Out beneath the sbirry heavings Mr. Slow took hia 
8on, Abimelech, to point out to him — to read t« him 
from the broad page of nature — the wonders of 

" The apaeioasfuritishment on high," 

as he called it. 

" All these 'ere stars, my son," said Mr. S., pointmg 
up to the studded sky above them, "that you see up 
there, stationary and unmovabie, maichin' along in sub- 
lime grande'r, and wmking at the earth with their jolly 
yeller eyes, like gold eagles, them are called Jixed 
stars ; ' and " — 

" But what 's that, father "} " said young Abimelech, 
as a meteor, like a racer, darted across the southerly 
sky. 

Mr. Slow was prompt with hia answer. 

" That," said he, " I guess, is one of 'em that 'b got 
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MKS. P. ON MOUNT VESTVIUS. 




9o there 3 been ino^er rupture of 
J Mount VocifeiOTia ' said Mrs, 
Partington as she put down the 
paper and put up her specs. " The 
paper tells ail about the burning 
lather running down the mountain, hut it don't tell us 
how it got afire, I wonder if it was set fire to. There 
are many people full wicked enough to do it, or, perhaps, 
it was caused by children playing with frictions matches. 
I wish they had sent for our firemen ; they would 
soon have put a stop to the raging aliment ; and I dare 
say Mr, Barnacle, and all of 'em, would have gone, for 
they are what I call real civil engineers." 

There was a whole broadside of commendation of the 
fire department in the impressive gesture accompanying 
hcrwords. "Time and space" for a moment became anni- 
hilated, and imagination figured the city engines pouring 
their subduing streams upon the flames of Vesuvius, 
and "Hold on, seving!" "Break her down, twelve!" 
rising above the vain roarings of the smothering crater. 
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THE PIC-NIC: 

GEAITD DOMESTIC DKAMA, 



It whiclt are de'.ailed, the Fan and Dratehacks aiiending a PUamn 
Excursioa in the towit of BoizUlon. 

Mr. Homespun —Who has scmettiLnj la sny u> all, and about evnjboay. 

Mr. Briadle — A baotelor ot eny-dglit and BJm[u:e of the pface. 
Afiaa Piilgitl — A bird Im lough foe aentiment- 

The morn is briglit in Boiilcton, and kindly beams the sun. 
And spreads his choicest rays around as if he dreamt of fun ; 
The girls are up and wide anake, the lads are spruce and gay, 
For a pio-nie party ia arranged for this bright summer day. 

And won't wo have a time of it? Just see the bag 
of dough-nuts that Jemima Short has thrown out of the 
window into the wagon ! And there go three chickens, 
and four pies, and a jug of cider. Goodness gracious, 
Jemima! You are an angel of a provider, you are! 
You don't mean to put us on a regiment to-day, do you ? 
Yoa look lilie an airthly goddess, too, in your new pinli 
calico. I vow, it looks first-rate — I took it for cliin- 
chilli a rod off. 

Jemima. — "I don't know — I don't think much of it, 
hut folks tfells me it 'e becoming. Miss Jeems, the millj 
ner, got the pattern from the city, and " 
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How de do, Misa Short? Gwine to the pic-nic7 
Mrs. S. (with a cold in her head.) — "No, guesa not; 
don't feel smart, 'zactly, and the old man 's got the 
romantic affection in his leg, and can't go nuther; but 
Mima is gwine ; she haa had her hair in papers a ivhole 
week to EQalce her look prettj." 

Jemima. — " Why, mother ! how you do talk ! But 
here they come — O, what a host of 'em ! How proud 
Betsey Babb feels of her new dress ! I guess some folks 
can look full as well as some foliis ; and there 's that 
everlasting old maid, Miss Pidgin ; how I hate her with 
her scraggy neck and long tongue ! And there 's Patty 
Sprigg's city beau — 0, I would n't he her to he seen 
with such a fright ! " 

The -wagons packed with eatablca go groaning o'er the rood, 
The long carts filled with girls and heaus show an a,ttriiotIve load. 
And laughter lules the pleasant lioar, and eyes shine gaj and bright. 
The only kind of stars that show 03 well by day as night. 

Laughter! guess you 'd think so to hear it. Now the 
cart settles doivn into a, rut, " Dear mo," says Miss 
Tibhs, " we shall all he upsot, tipsy turvy; do hold on 
to me ! " and then everybody thinks they must he held 
on to ; and everybody else is trying to hold on to some- 
body. 0, how frightened the city beauty is ! " Do you 
apprehend any danger of a tergiversation 1 " " No," says 
Jo Hay a, "the slack men look artcr them things, and 
everybody 's noclatcd for it." 

Female Voice. — ""Be still, won't you ! 0,yousatan. 
sec how yon have tumbled my collar with your pesky 
nonsense ; and my face bums like fire-coals. Right he 
fore a city gentleman too ; 0, for shame ! " 
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CUy Gent. — "Upon ray honor, mis3, I was entirely 
oblivious to any impropriety." 

" 0, 't was n't very improper either, he, he, he ; only 
Buch things shouldn't be done publicly, you know." 

Miss Pidgin. — "If Susan Fry is n't setting on Sam 
Sled's knees, I a'n't a living sinner ! Such conduct I 
must think improper, /never was guilty of such indis- 
cretion, /never was ! " 



" There 's fun in a country oirt, 

And life on a dusty road, 
Where mirth.warma every heart. 

And pleasure finds abode ■ 
The town may boast of its jojs. 

Its racket and its din, 
But giTe a haunt away from its noise. 

Some quiet nook withia." 

Far from the busy din of town, in soma secluded gro'e, 

The happy party sit them down, or unrestricted roTe ; 

All austere rules that bind the world are here thrown for a^de. 

And rerelling in mirth's bright beam, how fleet the moments glii 

Arm-in m nd tl shady trees they now wander, 
picking p b ht lerries — and smcA fun! Miss 

Primrose mil In dly a sort of sky-blue benignity 
upon old B nil th bachelor. 

Miss P n ( ntimentally.) — "How delight- 

fully those pines sigh in the gentle breeze, like the soft 
music of love in the car of youth ! " 
Old Brindle. — ■ " Yes'ni, so it does." 
Miss P. — "0, I do so love the pines ! " 
Old B. — - " They 're better in May, mum, when the 
sliver is thick and creamy. Come out here tlien, marm 
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3ut witli your jack-knife, throw away your t 
out a square, and sliver up the tree — allers sliver up, 
marm — some slivera down. Then's when you'd like the 
pines, mum." 

Miss P. — "That's an entirely new aspect ; Imeant 
their romantic heauty." 

Old B. — "Yes'm — beautiful wood, very; worth 
four dollars a cord in Boston." 

Here come Patty Sprig and the musty-choked man 
from the city, 

CiA— -"Miss Spwig, how delightfully ruwal it is 
here ! Always thought I should like to live among the 
beauties of Nachure, It 'a a great pity wo can't have 
anynachure in town, a great pity. I've heardof some 
human nachure round there, hut never saw any of it." 

Patty. — "1 should think they might hring it in by 
pipes, as they did the Cochituat*," 

Cit. — " Are those gwotind-nuts ? " 

Patty. — " No, dear me, no ; don't eat 'em ; they 're 
toadstools." 

Thus we go on, chatOng, niiUting, 

Voices ringing nilli the pinea. 

Nothing our gay tooies balking. 

Doing all our heart incline 

Kow on the green and beaaleoug sod tho varied viands Eprcad, 
And appetite shall niut on health, and wit ita influence slied ; 
The social tongue with music rife blends with the platter's noiSB, 
As earth's rude jarring interferca with its harmonious joya. 

" Here 'b tongue, and ham, and sausages, and piunkin 
pie, and cheese. Mercy, what a bill of fire ! Miss 
Peewit shall Ihelp you to a piece of loti^uj ' ' — "I'o, 
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thank you, I have enough of my own. But I '11 trouble 
you for a piece of the chicken." — " Chicken, did you 
say 1 rrom his toughness I should say he was a grand- 
father to thousands ! " 

" Pass the pigeon yonder, will you f " 

" What, the old maid ? " 

■' No, no, the pie." 

"There's the plate — the pigeon is unavoidably de- 
tained." 

■ Miss Pidgin. — " I 'd thank people who use my 
name to speak so that I can hear ; I don't like to he 
backbitten." 

" We were speaking of pigeon pie, mem"— something 
more tender (Aside). 

" Say, Tom, what. have you got in the dish there ? " 

' ' Pickled grasshoppers, I should think. Will you have 
some V 

"Miss Primrose, do allow mc to help you; here's 
some ham, delicate as your own nature, ma'am." 

Miss P.- — "I declare, you are quite complimentary ' 
Comparing my nature with smoked hog ' ' 

" Will Mr. Blishy, the gentleman ftom the city, fuoi 
us with a song? Silence, ' ye gentlemen and ladies all 
that grace this famous ' pic-nic; Mr Bli'iby is going to 
sing." 

Mr. B. — "I'd rather be excused , hut though I am 
not exactly in tune, I'll endeavor for the occision " 

Mr. Blisbj sings : 

" My love ia fliir, 0, she ia 6ur ! 

Her lips are red, her eyes like sloe, 
A golden glorj is her hair. 
Falling o'er shoulders white as snow 

27 
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" And ■when her cjes upon mo turn 

Ani bum with radiance divine, 

My ament gaie encounters heru, 



Child, yelling. — " Mother, give me a nuther pieth 
ov pie ! " 

Mother. — " Hush, my darling, there a'n't any." 
Boy. — "I thay there ith ; I wanth a pieth ov pie ! " 

" 0, euch a mingling. 
Of talking and jingling, 
The noise and gieo 
Scund merrilj, 
And set our ears a tingling." 

A dance \ a dance ! and gleefully a set is forthwith planned, 

A fiddle moat mysteriously has happened hero al hand ; 

And here beneath the dark tree's shade, with leaves and berries crowned, 

Eacli happy lad and laughing maid whirl in the dance around. 

" Go it, my top sawyer on the pussy-gut ! Work your 
elboTTS lively, and we 'U put her through by daylight ! " 
" 0, deax ! I 'm all of a perspiration with sweat. How 
slippery it is under foot ! " "It a'n't slippery anywheres 
else." " I swow to man, there 's Bill Nutter and Jemima 
Short both down ! Up and try it again, clumsys ! " 

Miss Primrose. — " How tliese old woods echo with 
the music, Mr. Brindle, lilce the Arcadiim groves, with 
the dulcet notes of the Satires ! " 

Mr. B. ^ " I never heerd of 'em ; I guess thoy never 
was in these woods — they never was that I can remem- 
ber." 

" I declare, there 'a Mr. Blisby dancing like an ani- 
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mated bean-pole. Ha ! ha ! ha ! he 'a on a!!-foura 
Now all he wants is a tail." 

Then moving to tits tuning oftlie fiddle ani the bow, 
IIow spirMea evcrj eje with mirth as round and round we go I 
No ball-room artistes now are hero to eircumscribe our sport. 
And Nature smiles approvingly, for here slie holda her court 

A lake roraa,ntio lying near tempts to ita cooling vale. 
And tiny boats in swift career across its bosom sail ; 
And waving handkerchiefs respond in answer to the song 
Tliat, rising from the venturers, is borne the breew along. 

" Jump into the boat, Patty ; not the least danger in 
the world of its tipping over."- — -"0, my! I've got my 
shoe all satiated with water. I shall get my death a 
cold." — " You 've got your foot in it this time, that 'a a 
fact." 

Mr. Blisby. — "Is tliere any danger of sea-sick- 
neis?" 

"Now just see that boat — Low she scoots it! I vow 
if Patty Sprig has n't got hold of the bow oar, and pulls 
away hke a little satan. If I thought that spindJe-shank 
from the city was going to have that ga!, I 'd cut his 
eternal — acquaintance, I would. I e'enamost said 
throat, but that would be manslaughter; and I don't 
see how it could be, neither, for killing such a thing as 
ho is." 



"Well, they do. Hallo! here's Jim Sly. What 
have you got in that bottle, old fellow'? Haven't seen 
you to-day afore." 
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Jim Sly (drunk). — "I've got some y c-cough- 
drops to c-c--curG the sea-sickness with — a little rum 
t-l^t-tea, with a-s-some sperrit in it to k-k-keep it." 

Sally I'tinst, his sweetheart. — " You Jim Sly, you 
dmnkea, miserable fellow, you — you sot — you brute — 
you individual ^ you — you — you Jim Sly" 

jj^.— " Gc it, S-S-Sal, and I '11 hold yer b-b-bonnet ' 
What yer goin' to d-d-do 'bout it 1 " 

SaUy. — " You '11 see when we get home, you sot — 
you hrutc — you vagabone ! " 

Sam. — " Let her lean, elder ^ 

' Wino cures the gout, toys. 
The colic, and the ' 

sea-sickness. "Who cares for S-S-Sall? '' 

" Can you tell me, Jemima, why Miss Pidgin yonder 
is like forty-nine big apples 'J " — " No, I 'm sure I can't, 
unless it's 'cause she 's sour." — "No, 'ta'n't it; it's 
'cause she 'a a vergin' nigh fifty." 

Bnt gracious ! what an awful cloud has risen in the west ! 
And what a frightful lightning flash then swept accosa its breast ! 
I feel a drop upoa my hand — the pine trees rook and roar — 
The waves like blacks, with nightcaps on, rash madly to the shore ! 

" 0, what s/ittWwe do7 where sAa^/we go? what 
will become of US'?" screams everybody. " Do, dear 
Mr, Wiggin," says Miss Pidgin, " tell us ivhat we shall 
doi" 

Mr.Wig^n. — " Why, 't a'n't no use to run's I 
see, for the ram is here, and there a'n't a house within a 
mile; and my 'pinion is that we get in the woods and 
make ourselves comfortable." 
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*' But don't the lightnin' always strike trees'] " 

" There 's more danger from your eyes, JemJma. 
tJghtniE's attracted by anything bright; you'd better 
shut 'em up." 

Jemima. — " Your wit is n't bright enough to attract 
it, any how, Mr. Impudence ! How does that strike 
yef" 

Old Mrs. Fog. — " 0, that folks should joke and 
trifle so, when there 's so much to make 'em solemn I 
A'n't you afraid the thunder '11 kill you 1 And where 
would you go if you died a laughing V 

The rain pours down in loirent force among the forest shades. 
And timid men tlie closer cHng to timir], shrlnMng maids ; 
The whiteneJ cheek and blenching eje denote the force of ftar. 
And many a. head bows low with dread the thunder loud to hear, 

" Well, this is a comfort ! See where Miss Primrose 
has cornered old Brindle — cheek-by-jowl. That 'a right. 
Go it, old gall ! My eyes ! how it raina ! If Pan is the 
presiding genius of these woods, in my opinion he 's a 
dripping Pan." 

Old Brindle — " Young man, I 'm a justice of the 
peace in this 'ere jurisdiction, and if you commit that 
agin, I shall commit you for contempt of court." 

" Here comes Jim Sly through the wet, pitching like 
a mackerel-catcher in a chop sea. Hallo, Jim, here's 
Polly, like a widowed hen, refusing to be comforted." 

Jim (sobered). — "Sally, will ye forgive me']" 

Sally. — " No, you disreputable individual. To think 
that you should go away, and — and — leave me to — 

boo — hoo — hoo" 

27* 
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Jim. — " Tliere, don't cry, and I 'il go and take the 
totctal pledge, Maine liquor lavf and all, and become a. 
uaeM membrane of society, and if I drink any more, I 
hope I may never — starve ! " 

" See, Mr. Elisby, ivhilo we are soaking, how the 
horses outside are smoking." 

Mr. B. — "Do horses in the country smoke')" 

" Yes, and we 've got a filly at home who throws all 
that choose to back her." 

" You don't say so ! " 

Thug, wUilB tlio mia is poaring so, 

Fun may miiigle with our fear : 
And, while the wind is roaring so, 

Still may waliiai words of cheer. 

The rain clears up, the burnished sun comes out with soorching ray. 
Dispelling from the skj and heai't all shapes of gloom away. 
And laughter now bursts forth once more in cheerful, merry peal. 
And " Homo Again " is sung with glee as o'er the road we wheeL 

"Are yon all comfortahlc ? Sit close as possible. 
Here we go ! And now, on the road for home, let ns he 
merry as we can be. Miss Pidgin, did you enjoy your 
duck?" — "You are a goose, sir, to talk so." — " Miss 
Primixrae, you look refreshed since your sprinkling from 
nature's water-pot. Mr. Elisby, this is fine — a subject 
for a letter, Mr. Blisby. Jemima, my dear, you look as 
blooming as the rose in June, and twice as sweet. There 'a 
the Bozaleton fectory rising above the trees, and the old 
vane, like vanity, pluming itself in the sunshine. Hurrah 
for home ! Old lady with the mob-cap, take your head 
in doors. Urchins in corduroys, scatter. Young maiden 
■with the milking-pail, who are you looking at 1 " 
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Mr. Blisby (rising). — " Before we part, I should 
like to say that the pleasure I have expeiienced has far 
exceeded my expectations, and that I shall always enter- 
tain a pleasing recollection ^f the delightful momenta 
spent in this — in this — haj-cart ! * 

" Three cheers for Blisby ! Ladies and gentlemen, if 
it is your opinion that we have enjoyed ourselves (a 
great way over the sinister), you will please to manifest 
it. Yes ! Then wo 'II adjourn with the chorus — 
Some seek for glee by the heaTing sea, 

Some ruah on a, riuiroad train, 

But giva us a part on a oouutrj oart, 

And a pic-nic out in the rain ! ' ' 

Exeunt Omnibus, b, o, b. 



AN EXCELLENT TEST OF AFFECTION. 

"The summer is no time to try the strength of affec- 
tion," said Mrs. Partington; "though it's pretty well 
to sing love songs beneath a window at midnight, in a 
rain-storm, or stand billing and cooling on the door-step 
till two o'clock in the morning. The winter season is 
the one. Many 's the time my poor Paul has rid five 
miles to see me, the coldest weather ; and often, the dear 
cretur has been found in the morning fast asleep in the 
middle of the cow-yard, with the saddle on his own 
shoulders, from fatigue with courting me, and riding a 
hard-trotting horse There was devotion ! I never see 
a cow without thinking of poor Paul;" and, saying 
which, the good old lady went to bed. 
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HIGn-DUTCH ^s. POLITENESS. 




IAS the Washington street 
^ train gone by hcre^" 
i asked Mrs. Partington of 
a gentleman with a huge 
mn&faiche, who stood pick- 
ing his t«eth on the steps 
s of the Revere House. The 
J old lady meant the Wash- 
~ ington street omnibua that 
3 between the Lowell 
dtjot and Dover street. 
The gentleman still picked 
histeeth, and looked grave- 
ly at her, but said not a word. " Has the Washington 
street train passed by here 1 " she asked agaiUj thinking 
the gentleman had n't heard her. He still stood, and stood 
still, and looked and picked, but said nothing. "Well!" 
said the old dame, half musing ahd half addressing tlie 
man with the mustache ; " it was only a civil question 
and I did n't think there was anything harmonious in 
asking it ; but some people thinks it a great hardship to 
do anyone a favor. It would n't have required much 
effort, I should think, to have answered me, nor took a 
great deal of anybody's time, nor interfered with any- 
.)ody's occupancy. If anybody has got focal orr'ans I 
Bhould think they might use 'em." 
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" Nein feratau," responded the man with the mus- 
tache, as he put hia hands beneath his coat-tails, and 
walked up the steps, leaving Mrs. Partington standing 
like a note of interrogation at the end of her speech, 
while the omnibus, which had passed while she was speak- 
ing, was seen far in the distance. 



GOOD TASTE. 

'I can't bear children," said Miss Prim, disdain- 
fully. 

Mrs. Partington looked at her over her spectacles 
mildly before she replied. 

" Perhaps if jou could you would like them better," 
she at last said ; " hut why is it that unmarried old maiiJa 
and single bachelors are always railing at children ^ It 
seems as if they had never read the command given to 
our forefathers to ' increase and multiply and punish the 
earth.' For my part, I love the httle dears, and I had 
rather hear a child cry any day than hear the Erasa 
Band." 

And she went right to work covering a ball for Ike, 
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OLD ROaER MUCH EXCITED. 

"Mrs. Timms," said old Roger, one morning to hia 
landlady at the breakfaat-table ; he was an old bachelor 
was Roger, and, as such, was an object of considerable 
interest, both with the landlady and three antiijuated 
spinsters who boarded with her. "Mrs. Timms, what 
sort of a house do you keep 1 What sort of a neighbor- 
hood is this that you live in 1 and why is it that you 
have such a bad character round town, ma'am % " 

The landlady was astonished, and well she might be, 
for he looked excited — incensed. 

"I've boarded here, ma'am," continued he, "just 
seven weeks, and every week wo have ha^. a tract left 
here, and each tract is against some cardinal sin, ma'am, 
that you, nor me, nor the young ladies here, I hope 
ever committed. Here 's drunkenness, and gambling, 
and swearing, and lying, and stealing, and adultery, jind 
bearing i^lse witness, — almost all the sins in the church 
calendar, ma'am, and what '11 come next I can't guess. 
/ can't stand it, ma'am. Why, the devil himself could n't 
stand it." 

And his brow looked hot and steamy, and he bore the 
look of a man injured by an implied reflection on a here* 
tofore bright reputation. 
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One morning old Sledge got capsized out of his whewy, 
halibut and all, at tlie Spring Market, in P* * * * *, 
under the old dynaatiness of that institution, and waa 
nearly drowned when they got him out. He was so near 
death that the ones who caught him could n't see any 
signs of life in him. But they rolled him and ruhbcd 
him and shook him, and sent off among the neighbors for 
warm blanketa to put him in. Old Mrs. Twist, who 
lived on Church Iliil, in the kmdness of her heart, 
stripped her beds at once, and leil her work all hanging, 
as she said, by "sixes and sevens," to go and help bring 
the man to. She warmed the blankets, and rubbed 
away vigorously at the inanimate Sledge, working as if 
her heart was in the operation, as undoubtedly it was. 
Al^er a while, the rubbing took effect, or, as some 
suggested, his ugly nature refused to die, and he 
revived— slowly— slowly — first a gape and then a groan 
— then he opened his eyes, and the first person he looked 
npon was Mrs. Twist, busily engaged in her benevolent 
manipvdations. He looked at her a moment, and con- 
sciousness returned. 

" Ah ! " said he, as he spit the salt water out of his 
codlike mouth, "glad to see ye; been looking arter ye 
for a long time ; would like to have ye pay me the two 
shillings ye owe me ! " 

Mrs. Twist assured us it was the most unthankfulest 
thing she ever heard of, and we think so too. 
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THE BEAR-SKINS. 



"IIere come tlie sogers, aunt!" cried lie, at the door, 
" here they come in their bear skins ' " 

" In their bare sking ! " said Mrs. Partington, glanc- 
ing out of the window into the cold, towards the weath- 
ercock that had looked obstinately east for three days, 
much to the danger of a return of her rheumatism that 
an east wind always iodaced, — so much so that she had 
declared her determination to move in the vicinity of some 
Catholic church, whose vano always points one way, -r- 
" in their bare skins such a day as this ! Highlanders, I 
guess." 

She hastened to the door, and a company, with huge 
and hideous caps, were then marching by. She saw that 
she was sold. 

' ' Ah ! ' ' said she, ' ' this is one of the horrors of war, to 
go looking so ; and s'pose one of them poor creaturs 
should fall down, —he's so top-heavy his heels would 
go up in the air, like a cornstalk witch, and all his brains 
would run down iato his head. I can't bear to look at 

She closed the door carefully, but sho stood in the 
entry and beat time to the music till it had got far past 
the house. 
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AWFUL DET^Y, 



Old Roger stood looking from the window out upon 
the solitary tiger Uly, — the only one that could be 
coaxed to grow for tlie summer, in the meagre atmos- 
phere of the boarding-house yard. The sickly lily held 
its heatl up stoutly beneath the refreshing dew that had 
fallen upon it during the nightj and the shed-top, and 
the ashes-barrel in the yard, and the few blades of grass 
that sturdily struggled against difficulty and managed to 
grow in spit« of circumstances, were all wet. Old Roger 
turned around, and all knew by his looks that something 
was coming, and were prepared for it. 

"Why," said he, in a cheerful tone, "was this last 
night that has just passed like a certain very eminent 



All guessed it at once except the deaf milliner, who 
had n't beard a word of it ; but they did n'-t say so, and 
gave it up. 

" It is because it was awful dewy ! " 

What a laugh greeted the answer ! in the midst of 
which the jolly old brick put on his hafc, and went o^ 
like a rocket, in a blaze of glory. 
28 
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A SLIGHT MISAPPREHENSION. 

" How do jou like the bustle and confusion of Boa- 
ton?" asted the shop-keeper, as Mrs. Partington stoou 
bj the counter. 

" It gives me confusion to aec 'cm,'' said the old lady; 
"folks didn't do so when I was a girl; and, besides, 
what an aivful sight of bran and cotton it takes, to say 
nothing of their awkwardness when they get slipped ou 
one side " — 

" I mean," broke in the shopkeeperj " the bustle and 
confusion of the streets." 

" 0," said Mrs. P., " that is quite another thing ! " 
and immediately left'the store. 



The steak was terrible tough one morning, and Old 
Eoger worked away at it iu silence. At length his 
patience and masticators gave out ; turning to the land- 
lady, "Madam," said he, "your boarders should all 
have been umpires at horse-races." 

"Whyso^" said she, coloring highly. 

" Because, being accustomed to ' tender stakes,' they 
would have nono of the difficulty that I experience ; they 
could obviate it." 

It was an unpardonable thing in him, thus to expose 
her before all the boarders, and she thought the outrage 
more than offeet the tough meat. 
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PEPPEUCASE REBUKED. 

" Stop your noise in there! " roared Mr. Peppercase, 
as he heard the sound of a juvenile riot in the kitchen, 
" If I como to jou I '11 give you something that you will 
remember for a fortnight ! I'll knock your heads off! 
I never saw euch children in my life ; always yelling and 
fighting." 

"I declare, that's queer!" said Mrs. Partington, who 
was there to tea ; " that is queer, when they have such a 
very mild man for a father ; I should think they wou.a 
bo as gentle as doves. Some fathers are like the fright- 
ful porcupine, and of course their children will be 
fractious; — as the old hog squeals the young ones learn, 
you know." 

She stirred her t«a gently, and smiled as she spoke ; 
and Mr. Peppercase, after a vain effort to detect malice 
in her looks, changed the subject to the best mode of 
raising cucumbers, which cooled him down in » short 
time. 
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A K-EMEMBERED MISTAKE. 

" It is all very trne, Mr. Knickerbottom," said 5Ira. 
Partington, as she read in the Knickerbocker somo- 
thiDg concerning brevity and simplicity of expression ; 
"it's true, as you say; and hoiv many mistakes there 
does happen when folks don't understand ea«h other ! 
Why, last summer I told a dressmaker to make me a. 
long visite, to wear, and, would you believe it, sbe came 
and staid a fortnight with mef Since then I 'vo made 
it a pint always to speak just what I say," 

Her mouth grew down to a determined pucker at the 
end of the sentence, and the snuff-box was tapped ener- 
getically, as if the fortnight of unrequited bread and 
butter n'as laying heavy on her memory. 



" Faith ia a great thing, and confidence in the cook, 
and the trust that what you have before you is the true 
representative of the name it bears," said old Roger, in 
his lecture over the bread pudding ; and he peered in- 
tently into his plate, as at some mysterious thing which 
had there arisen to perplex him. "But," he continued, 
" can I be expected to swallow everything, always iu 
blind credulity, or go so far as to construe pork-skins 
and cheese-rinds to mean bread crumbs 7 " 

And ho gently pushed his plate away and took a piece 
of the pie. 
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MUS. PARTINGTON AND JENSY LIND. 

" I NEVEE liked the Swedenvirgina," said Mrs. Part- 
ington. She was ortiodcix, and always sat in the Asy- 
lum pew in the north-east comer of the gaUery, and had 
charge of the children in sermon time. Her raised 
finger was an admonition that brought young refractories 
to their obedience at once. Every Sunday was she 
there, and people expected to sec the faded hlack bonnet 
above the railings, in prayer-time, as much as they 
did the parson. " I never liked tbo Swedenvirgins ; but 
I a'n't one that believes nothing good can come out of 
Lazarus, for all that. Now, there's Jenny Lind, — may 
Heaven shower bags of dollars on her head ! — that is so 
very good to everybody, and who sings so sweet that 
everybody 's falling in love with her, tipsy turvy, and 
gives away so much to poor, indignant people. They 
call her an angel, and who knows but she may be a 
syrup in disguise, for the papers say her singing is like 
the music of the spears. How I should love to hear 
her ! " 

She grasped hastily at the long bead purse in lier 
reticule, but an unsatisfactory response came back from 
it to her hopes, and she laid it back again with a sigh. 
28* 



o.led by Google 



THE USE OF THE AZTECS. 



THE USE OP THE AZTECS. 

" We are fearfully and wonderfuUj made ! " said Mrs, 
Partington, after she had stood for a long time contem- 
plating the Aztec children. Her hands were resting 
upon the ha«li of a chair as she said this, and she made 
the remark ao loud that a tall gentleman, -who stood near 
her, stooped down to get a look under her black honnet. 
He thought she had spoken to him. " We are fearfully 
and wonderfully made," continued she, " 'spccialJy some 
of U3. The ways of Providence is past Ending out, and 
we don't know what these Haystack children are made 
for, no more 'n we do why the mermaids were made, or 
the man in the moon. Perhaps they are made a pur- 
pose for curiosities, and nothing but Providence could 
make anything more ao, unless Mr. Barnum should try. 
Human natur never come done up in so queer a wrapper 
before. They say they are distended from the Hay- 
stacks long ago gone to grass. And Isaac." said she, 
turning to Ike, who was teasing one of them with a stick, 
" Isaac, look upon 'em, and pray you may never be born 

The people had gathered around, and were listening to 
the M"ords as they fell, like the notes of a hand-organ, 
from her lips ; and when she ceased, they turned with 
renewed eagerness to inspect the objects that her remarks 
had rendered clasaic. 
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THE MYSTERY OF THE BRAZEN NOSE; 

Oa, THE JIAIDEK'S REVENGE, 
CnAPTER I 



niOHT closed around 
I the field of AgiE- 
' court. Sir Hilde- 
brand Ilellytisplit, 
■wto had been 
i^ watching its ap- 
IpTOach for an hour, 
Kfrom a neighboring 
^hill, -with a spy- 
3, turned his 
i horse's head to- 
gwards his quarters, 
with a sad heart; 
for the day had been destructive to horse-flesh, and 
thousands of the French and Norman chivalry hit the 
mud (not dust) of Agincourt. He sought his tent. His 
brow was dark and gloomy, as could be plainly seen 
through his iron helmet ; and an unevcnness of gait, aa 
he strode along, betrayed great agitation of the i 



" Walter de Coursey Stubbs," said he, hoarsely, to his 
squire in attendance, "hang up my horse, and give my 




o.led by Google 



g32 THE JIYSTEET OF THE BEAZEK KOSE. 

casque some oata and water, AdiI, hark ye ! disturb ma 
not until the Conuecticut wooden horologe in the vesti- 
bule atriketh the hour of seving. Now, away." 

Sir Hildebrand HeDytisplit slowly divested himself of 
hia armor, which clanged upon the stillnesa of the night 
like a tin kitchen, and then taking a match from hia vest 
pocket, he lighted a three-cent regalia, and puffed away 
at it in moody silence. He stretched himself upon 
three chairs, with a hundlc of old newspapers under his 
head, and dropped asleep, and then caught a nap. But 
hia sleep was trouhled. Anon he started, and shouted, 
"St Dennis for France! give 'cm fits!" Again a 
clammy sweat covered his hrow, and he muttered, " Ha ! 
thrice to-day hath the brazen nose gleamed upon me in 
the hattle-field. Down, old eopper-head, down ! " 

But soon his slumbers grew calm, and not a sound 
disturbed the silence, save the man-at-am^, who sat 
whetting his jaekknife on a brick in the entry, and in- 
dulging in whistling some old familiar psahn-tunea, as if 
his mmd were elsewhere ; for that man-at-arma had a 
heart, he had. 

CHAPTEK II. 



It was midnight, within 'about ten minntes, and Sir 
Hildebrand Hellytisplit atill slept. At thia moment a 
slight noise was heard at the door, and, hearing in hia 
hand a tin lantern, a knight of gigantic size, — some five 
feet six in height, — in complete armor, atrode into the 
t«nt. He gazed inie/idy upon the sleeper, and then, in 
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ft suppressed voice, of great anguish, sighed out, " Ai ! 
oh! urn!" and sank into a seat, like a cooking-stovo. 
His face could not be seen, bat there was a dignity about 
the strange knight that betokened a genteel bringing-up, 
which had won the respect of the man-at-arms, who had 
been bribed by a ninepence to admit him to the t«nt, on 
the plea of " special business." 

His armor was of complete black, with no distinguish- 
ing mark, save a huge nose of brass, borne upon the 
casque, which gleamed in the light of the lantern like a 
quart pot. Taking a pencil from ojie pocket, and a card 
from another, he wrote a few hurried hnes ; when, whis- 
pering to the man-at-arms for an envelope and a wafer, ho 
sealed the missive, and deposited it by the side of the 
J Sir Ilildebrand, saying to the admii'ing attend- 
' No trouble, airrah, about mailing letters here; 
we can mail them with our own mailed hands, eh ! " It 
were better he had not uttered this ; for the man, who 
hoped for further largess, laughed loudly at the pleas- 
antry. 

The light in the lantern disappeared, as Sir Ilildebrand 
Hellytisplit awoke, and, starting upon his elbow, he cried 
aloud, " What, ho ! without there 1 What 'n thunder 's 
all that noise about f" The men-at-anns and squires 
came rushing in, rubbing their eyes. None had heard 
the noise, and, at the suggestion of Walter dc Coursey 
Stubbs, that he had been awakened by his own snoring, 
Sir Hildebrand turned over and went to sleep again. 

" Keep shady," was the parting word of the stranger 
knight, as he placed a quarter in the hand of Walter, and 
strode forth from the tent. Mystery crowned the hour. 
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CIIAPTEE III. 



ScARCELS had the wooden clock done sniking the hour 
of seven, the nest morning, when Walter de Coursej 
Stubhs stood hy his master's side to awake him &om hia 
slumhers, which he accomplished by pulling one of the 
chairs from beneath him. Sir Hildebrand Hellytisplit 
wiped hia eyes with his hand, and combed his hair with 
hia fiugers, and then/ aa was his wont, commenced pom- 
melling his attendant by way of gentle exercise, after 
which he proceeded to dress himself in the panoply of 
war. Stooping to pick up one of the stove-pipes that 
encased his legs, Sir Hildebrand espied the letter lei^ by 
the stranger, lying upon the ground. He gazed upon 
the writing, and a mortal paleness covered his face. Hia 
limbs trembled in every joint and rivet, and his teeth, 
which were not metallic, shook Hke a set of props. He 
read — 

" Perfigis retch: — your our is cum. . . Mete me to- 
mormr outside the Inglish lines, and lie giv yu Jessy. 
Yours respectively, Nosey." 

Sir Hildebrand Hellytisplit drank hia coffee in silence ; 
after which, arming himself with two spears, a battle- 
axe, a Bword, mace and shield, besides filling his belt 
with howio knives, revolvers, and slung shot, he walked 
forth into the fields, in the rear of the English camp 
where he soon discovered the Knight of the Brazen Nose 
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Bitting on a rock, reading a newspaper, nvho sprang to his 
feet and pulled out his sword. 

The contest was speedily begun and quicker ended; 
for Sir Hildebrand had " too many irons in tKe fire," 
and he couldn't "come in" well. One blow from the 
powerful arm of him of the Nose, and the head of Sir 
Hildebrand Helljtisplit, lite an iron pot, rolled at the 
feet of the victor. 

Uttering a fearful cry of agony at this consummation, 
the strange knight toro off his helmet, revealing beneath 
a head of hair like a pound of flax, the fair but hard 
countenance of Judy O'Brien, the washer- woman. 
" Gentlemen," eaid she, " he was a perjured man, ar.d 
I have avenged myself upon him. He owed me a bill 
for washing, bat, alas ! in wiping out that score, I 've 
flummoxed myself. Tell this to my countrywomen; 
never seek for vengeance ; 't ia better to forgive a little, 
if they lose a shilling on the pound. Farewell." Bay- 
ing which, she disappeared up a tall tree that was near 
by, and they never saw her more. 

Coroner de Smythe, under the circumstances, did not 
think it advisable to summon a jury, and informed Sir 
Hildebrand's friends, by telegraph, that they had better 
come on and look after his effecto, as ae wasn't exactly 
in a condition to do it for himself. A Hemish Jew bought 
Sir Hildebrand Hellytisplit's wardrobe, after a few keep- 
sakes had been taken by friends, for about the price o£ 
old iron. 
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GOING TO CALIFORNIA. 

" Dear me ! " exclaimed Mrs. Partington sorrowfully, 
" how mueli a man will bear, and how far he will go, to 
get the Boddered dross, as Parson Martin called it when 
he refused the beggar a sixpence, for fear it might lead 
him into extravagance ! Everybody is going to CaUfomia 
and Chagrin arter gold. Cousin Jones and the three 
Smiths have gone ; and Mr. Chip, the carpenter, has left 
his wife and seven children and a blessed old mother-in- 
law, to seek his fortin, too. This is the strangest yet, 
and I don't see how he could have done it ; it looks so 
ongratefiil to treat Heaven's blessings so lightly. But 
there, we are told that the love of money is the root of 
all evil, and how true it is ! for they are now rooting 
arter it, like pigS arter groundnuts. Why, it is a perfect 
money mania among everybody ! " 

And she shook her head doubtingly, as she pensively 
watched a small mug of cider, with an apple in it, sim- 
mering by the winter fire. She was somewhat fond of 
drink made in this way. 
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1 TOUGU CUSTOMER.. 

" Will you help me to a piece of chicken 1 " aske*. 
Mis3 Seraphina of old Roger, on Thanksgiving day. 
The old man ivaa engaged elbow-deep in the intricatf 
task of carving ; the perspiration stood upon his brow, 
from his exertions, — truly herculean efforts, — ■ in dis- 
secting a largo fowl. 

"Chicken!" muttered he; "do you call this a, 
chicken f Why, it haa been the fiither of thousands, 
miss." 

He hadn't a very thankful spirit that day, and tho 
older boarders, with bad teeth, joined with him in ques- 
tioning the propriety of being thankful. 



Old Roger's boarding-house having failed, and tho 
furniture being taken to be sold on meaji process, as he 
called it, he asked one of tha chambermaids, who always 
had been saucy to him, if she was to be sold with tho 
rest of the furniture. She answered him " No ! " as 
sharp as vinegar. 

" 0," said he, coolly buttoning up his coat, " I sup- 
posed you were, for the advertisement reads that the 
house is to bo sold with all the impertinences thereto 
belonging." 

He very cruelly laughed at the indignant look she 
gave him, and stepped oat. 
29 
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FUNERAL OBSTACLES. 

"IIow Bolemn these funeral obstacles ia ! " said Mrs, 
Pavtington, aa she looked down from an upper chambei 
window, on the day of a mock funeral of cue of the 
presidents. She took off her specs to wipe the moisture 
from their discs, tapped licr box mournfully to the 
measured time of the distant drum, and looked anxiously 
down the street, to eatch the first glimpse of the funeral 
train. " Here it comes at last," quoth she, " with the 
soldiers all playing with muzzled drums, and their flags 
flying at half-mast. Is that the catastrophe V whis- 
pered she of a gentleman near her. 

" That is the catafalque, madam," replied he. 
" Weil, well," said she, " no matter ; I knowed there 
was a cat about it, and I did n't know but it might be a 
cataplasm. Will you tell me when the artillery flica 
over, that come on here to tend the f 1 

"Good gracious, madam !" cri d h t t ly they 

don't fly. They are artillery men on h aeb k m ely." 

" Dear me ! " replied she, " I th u 1 1 t aa ne of 

the wings of the army, and flew. H y t is to get 

mistaken ! " 

She pensively gazed upon the p ant th t lowly 
passed before her. 

" What a pity it is,"' said she, "that we don't vally 
people till alter they are dead ; but then what paragorics 
we pour upon them ! " 
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Sho here paused ; a silence pervaded the chamber ; the 
procession had passed, the company had departed, and 
two hours after the old lady was found still sitting by 
the open window fast asleep. So powerful is grief ! 



EICELLENT ADVICE. 

" Never get in debt, Isaac," said Mrs. Partington ; 
and she raised her tea-spoon with an oracular air, and 
neld it thus, as if from it were suspended the threads of 
a fine argument on economy, discernible to her eye alone, 
and she was watching an opportunity to make it tangi- 
ble. "Never get in debt, no matter whether you are 
creditable or not; it is better to live on a crust of bread 
and water and a herring or two, than cows and oxen cut 
up into rump steais, and owe for it. Think of our 
neighbor ; what a fiwling he had, and had all his goods 
and impertinences took away on a mean procession and 
sold, and his poor wife reduced to a calico gound, starv- 
ation, and shushon tea, and he in Californy ! " 

" Some tea, please," said Ike, as he handed over his 
tin dipper. The tea, like her own reflections, trickled 
out musically ; and she passed along tho caution, with the 
cream and sugar, never to get in debt 
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TIMELY REFLECTION. 

" Dear me ! " exclaimed Mrs. Partington ; and her 
bands were raised above a basket of potatoes, ia a pro- 
vision store, as if she were asking a blessing upon it. 
It was in response to the shopkeeper, who had told 
her, in sepulchral tones, that the potatoes were all rot- 
ting. " 0, dear me ! " said she, " if the potatoes is all 
rotting, what upon airth will poor people do for bread "i 
What will the poor Faddjgoniana do that don't cat noth- 
ing else 1 And flour ia very high, too. They tell us 
every now and then of an improvement in the market ; 
but flour ia always just as dear after it, and we have to 
pay full as much for a half dollar's worth. It lakes 
almost a remissness of Califomy gold every week to get 
along now-a-days. Heaven help the poor ! " 

What a heartiness there was ia that simple prayer ! 
The provision-dealer was affected. He dropped the long 
red, he had been holding, pensively into the basket again, 
and wiped his eyes on the sleeve of his white &ock. 
That stem man, who had unrelentingly cut up tons of 
beef, nor shed one. tear over the struggles of expiring 
lambkins, showing no quarter while quartering them, — 
that stem man wiped his eyes on hia frock-sleevo, and 
murmured " Ycs'm ! " It was touching ! Everything 
was sixteen ounces to the pound with him for that 
day. 
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PREPARING TO SEE THE PUESIDEXT. 

■OTHEK wants to know 
if yon '11 lend her a 
little merlasscs to 
Btarch 3. cap, to go and 
see the President." 
a little girl, coming into 
Mrs Partington's kitchen, bear- 
ing m her hand a tin cup. 
" Certainly, dear," said the 




She never thought of the 
3 of the retpest ; she never dreamed of 
guile. The treacle depository was brought out, the golden 
liquid filled the tin reeeptaele, and the child departed. 

" Well ! " paid the old hidy, " fiverybody is going to 
see the President. But what is a president, or a king, 
or a justice of the peace, hut a man, arter all, with flesh 
and blood, and bones and hair, like any of usi And 
thousands will come further to see him than they would 
to see Saint Paul, or Hebrews, or Revelations, or any of 
'em. Sich man-worship ! sich man-worship ! " 

" The President 's coming, aunt ! " said Ike, bursting 
m; " and he is going !:y our door ;" and the little fellow 
was half crazy with delight, and threw Iiia ""ap in a pan 
of milk upon the table in his enthusiasm, 

" How do I look, Isaac 7" said the damcj with inima 
29* 
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tion I " is my hair combed, and my handkerchief digest&l 
right on my oeck, imd my cap border event" and she 
took her pkco by the window, when these questions were 
answered; as eager as any one to " see the President,'' 
and Ike stepped out. But her eyes were strangely dim, 
and those hitherto faithful specs gave indications now of 
failing her. She took them off to wipe them, and both 
glasses were gone ! An hour before, Ike had borrowed 
them for a telescopic experiment. But it did n't make 
any odds, for the procession had turned down another 
street, and did n't go by her door at all. 



A CIIFRCH INCIDENT. 

The bell had tolled for some minutes after the time 
of meeting, and some signs of impatience were manifest. 
A stranger, touching the occupant of a pew in front of 
him, asked, " Is your preacher often aa late as this?" 

"0, yes, sir," replied the interrogated; "it often 
happens that he don't get here till the sermon is half 
through ! " 

The stranger looked at him intently a little while, and 
then made a memorandum of this iact in his note-bcok 
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A DRY-GOOD LESSON. 

"Have you any stout, dart marines'?" said Mrs, 
Partington to the shopkeeper. He was one of those 
good-humored young men, whose hair, nicely-curled, 
betokens an elegant taste, and he stood swaying back 
and forth, leaning on his yardstick, and smiled amiably 
as the old lady spoke. " Have you any dark marines, 
suitable for thick ladies' outside under garments'! " 

"We have dark moreens, ma'am," replied he, and 
cast his eyes towards a brother clerk, and winked archly. 
She gazed upon him a moment before she spoke again. 
"Well, well, young man, it was only a slip of the 
tongue; and if you never mate a greater slip in meas- 
uring eloth, you will be much more honest than many 
clerks I know." 

The clerk colored and stammered out an apology, but 
it was needless. There was no unkindness in her looks. 
The spectacles bent their bows upon him steadily from 
the cavernous gloom of the big bonnet, but hb per- 
turbed fancy alone made them terrible. She made tlia 
purchase she intended, and in measure it proved full hall 
a quarter over what she had bargained for. 
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A GLANCE AT POVERTY. 

"It must be very inconvenient to be poor;" said Mrs. 
Partington, as she glanced with honest pride at her high- 
backed chairs and old-£ishioned chest of drawers, and 
continued her eye on to the open cupboard in the cor- 
ner. " How people can contrive to get along with so 
little I don't see. There is our puor neighbor down the 
yard, now, is so pinched for room that she has to have a 
bed in the very room where she sleeps ! " 

Kind old lady ! her benevolence walked ahead of her 
grammar ; but a trifling error in speech is as pardonable 
in Mrs, Partington as in Henry Clay. 



SLANDERERS. 

" If there is anybody under the canister of hcavCD 
that I have in utter excrescence," said Mrs. Partington, 
"it is a tale-bearer and slanderer, going about, like a 
vile boa-constructor, circulating his calomel about honest 
folks. I always know one by his phismahogany. It 
seems as if Belzebub had stamped him with his private 
signal, and everything he looks at appears to turn 
yallcr." 

'And, having uttered this somewhat elaborate speech, 
she was seized with a fit of coughing, and took some 
demulcent drops. 
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A STORMY SEASON. 

" Ckasb, rude Bolus, blustering railer!" said Mm 
Partington, aa she reached out into the storm to secure a 
refractory shutter, and the wind rushed in and extin- 
guished her light, and slammed to the door, and fanned 
the fire in the grate, and rustled the calico flounce upon 
the quilt, and peeped into the closet, and under the bed 
and contemptuously shook Mrs. Partington's night- 
jacket, as it hung airing on the chair by the fire, and 
flirted with her cap-border, aa she looked out upon the 
nicht. It was a saucy gust. "How it blows !" said 
she, aa she shut down the window. " I hope Heaven 
will keep the poor sailors safe that go down on the sea 
in vessels! This must be the obnoxious storm," con- 
tinued she, " when the sua crosses the Penobscot." 

She donned her specs, and sat down to consult her 
almanac, — next to her Bible in importance, — and she 
found sho was right, while the wind howled around the 
Jiouse most dismally, and yelled wildly down tho old 
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DIETETICAL COUNSEL. 

•' You must n't be too greedy, Isaac," said Mrs. Part- 
ington, as, with an anxious expression, sho marked a 
strong effort that young gentleman was making to achieve 
the last quarter of a mmce-pie. " You should n't be so 
glutinous, dear. You must be careful, or you will get 
something iu your elementary canal or sarcophagus one 
of these days, that will kill you, Isaac (she had been to 
hear a course of physiological lectures), and then you will 
have to bo buried in the cold ground, and nobody won't 
never see you no more ; and what will I do, Isaac, when 
you are cut down in your priming, like a lovely jelly- 
flower 1 " 

Much aSeeted by the picture her own prolific fancy 
had conjured up, she pensively sweetened her tea for tho 
fourth time, and looked earnestly upon Isaac, who, un- 
heeding all she was saying, sat gazing at the street door, 
revolving in his mind the practicability of ringmg the 
door-bell unperceived, without going outside. 



Domestic peace can never be preserved m family 
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MRS. P. CONFERS WITH PAUL. 

''AsD do you believe IE tlie spirituous knockingaV 
BoKed Mra, Partington, as slie leaned forward oyer the 
table, and bent her eyes on a queer individual who had 
related some wonderful things ho had seen. '■ 0, I 
would so like to have poor Paul come back ! " 

A gentle rapping upon the old chest in the comer 
attracted their attention, and the whole of them immedi- 
ately surrounded it. 

"If it's Paul's apprehension," said Mrs. Partington, 
" I know he 'il answei- me. Paul, is that you ? " 

Knock. 

"Just like him," said she, smiling, "when he Taa 
living; he waa always tapping when we had anything in 
the house to tap, didn't you, Pann " 

Knock. 

" Can't you speak to me 1 " 

Knock. 

" Does that mean yes or no?" 

Knock. 

" Which docs it mean 1 " 

Knock. 

Some of the party suggested that the alphabet should 
be called, which waa done. 

" Are you in want of anything 1 " said she. 

Knock. 
'What is it 7" 
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And the anxious spectators, through the medium of 
the alphabet, spelled out "S-i-d-u-r." 

" It is Paul! "cried the old lady, deliglitedly ; "that's 
the way he always spelled it. Do you want me to come 
to you, Pauir' 

The answer came back, "No, I'm in better com- 
pany ! " 

The old lady turned away mournfully. There was 
sorrow in the wavy lock of gray that straggled beneath 
her cap border, — there waa a quaver of grief in the tone 
that inquired for the scissors, ■ — there was a misty vapor 
upon her specs, like the dew upon the leaves after a rain, 
— the eap-border, like a flag at half-mast, trailed in woe 
over the ruin of disappointed aflection. At that instant 
the cover of the chest opened, and the bead of Ike, pro- 
truding, disclosed the secret of the knockingg. 

" Ah, you rogue ! " said she, a smile dispelling all 
evidence of disorder, " Ah, you rogue ! was it youf You '11 
never he a good spirit as long as you live, I 'm afraid, if 
you go on so. But I knowed it wasn't Paul ! " 

There was triumph in her tone, and it seemed as if a 
whole basket full of sunsliine had been upset in that 
rooTQj it was so pleasant all the rest of the evening. 



o.led by Google 



PARTINUTON AT THE PL.iT. 



MRS. PARTINGTON AT THE PLAY. 

" The play-house is the 'way to the pit !^ " said Mrs. 
Partington, solemnly, and pointing significantly down- 
ward. 

" But," remonstrated a friend, irho had asked her to 
visit the Museum with him, "there is no pit in this 
theatre, and the way to the pit is removed." 

She looked earnestly at him a moment, and then said 
she would go. The play was the " Stranger," and she 
was much interested in it. 

" Why don't he make it up with her 7 " she inquired, 
" What 's the sense of being ugly ■when sho 's so contii- 
cious for what she had done, I should like to know"! I 
thmk it shows a bad temper in him ; and the dear chil- 
dren, too, coming in like little cherubs, to make 'era 
forget aU old troubles and follies ! We had n't ought to 
dwell so upon old grievousness, because we are all liable 
creturs. How I do pity her ! " 

And the old lady wept copiously. She would n't leave 
the house till she ascertained from the policeman whether 
old Tobias got back his son that had 'listed, for he looted 
but feeble, she said, when he went away, and the great 
grief and the long pole the old gentleman carried for a 
caae must have broken him down. 
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BREACHES OF FAITH. 

'■ Breeches of faith ! " screamed Mrs. Partington, as 
Blie heard that term apphed to Mexican violations of an 
armistice. " Well, I wonder what they will have next, 
I have heani tell of cloaks of hypocrisy, and robes of 
purity, but I never heard of breeches of faith before. I 
hope they 're made of something that won't change and 
wear out, as old Deacon Gudgins' faith did, for his 
was always changing. He went from beliering that 
nobody would be saved, to believing that all would be, 
and at last turned out a phrenologer, and didn't beiievo 
in nothing! I wonder if it 'a as strong as cassimere'! " 

And she bit off her thread and prepared a new needle- 
fall. 



A aUEER CONCEIT. 

" Why don't they make these tragedies turn out dif- 
ferent ? " said Mrs. Partington, after seeing Virginius 
performed. "I think they might end them with a 
dance ; and all that ire killed should take a part in it, 
just to show folks tDat they 're alive. This, now, was 
too savage j and when Mr. Virginias got the other gen- 
tleman by the throat, I looked round for the police, to 
see if he would part them, and there he was enjoying it 
as well as the rest of 'em. I should like to know what 
he is there for, if it a'n't to keep the peace." 

And the old lady was tucked up for the night. 
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MRS. PARTINGTON ON COLPORTERS. 

"So, they've took our mmiater and made a coal' 
porter of liim," said Mrs. Partington to her neighbor, 
Rlrs. Sled. "I suppose they're going to set him to 
work carrying all the coal in tlie parish, and bo take the 
bread out of the pockets of the foreigners and Irishmen, 
poor cretura, that do it now. He preached last Sunday 
on mortifying tbe fiesh ; but when he gets to carrying the 
baskets, I thmk he will look like one mortified all 
OTCr." 

She smiled at the conceit, and then turned to see 
what David said on the subjeet, and what analogy there 
was between "hewing of wood, and drawing of water," 
and coal-portering ; but dropped the search on a sum- 
mons to tea. 

" No matter," said she, " it won't hurt him any, and 
my dear Paul used to say that everything honest was 
honorable, and that black coat of his'n won't abow the 
coal-dust at all." 
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FOUUTI-I OF JULY. 

j»SAAC ! " said Mrs. Part- 
mgtoii, rapping on the 
k window, as she saw tlie 
, boj in the act of putting 
I half a bnnch of crackers 
I into the pocket of a coun- 
I trjinan who stood view- 
the procession. The 
I caution came too late, 
I the individual was 
I astonished ! Isaac had 
stepped inside the door 
to await the explosion, 
and the old lady met him in the entry. " 0, you spirit 
of mischief!" cried she, "whatwillbecomeof youif you 
go on in this way 'i Is this all your idees of liberty and 
regeneration, that you must fill that poor man's pockets 
with your crackers 1 Do you suppose this was all that 
tho days of 7 by 6 was made for? I should think you 
would be ashamed to look upon your Uncle Paul's picter 
there, and hide your foco in conclusion, arter behaving 
bo! Ah!" aho mused, "how different hoys are now 
from what they i^ed to he ! ■ — so wild, so rakeless and 
tricky" — (crack!) — " what 'a that 'J I should like to 
know who fired that. It was a great piece of impu- 
dence" — (crack !) — " goodness gracious ! somebody 
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must be tKrowin' 'em into the windows." She ran to 
look out. Not a soul was near that could have done u. 
Crack ! another explosion at her feet, and she looked 
round. Isaac sat demurely eating some gingerbread by 
the tabic, but said nothing. There was an expression 
about his mouth which looked torpedobh, and for a mo- 
ment she mistrusted him; but he couldn't have done it, 
no was so quiet, and she shut the window that opened 
upon the street, to prevent their throwing in any more. 



SEEING THE FIllEffORKS. 

"0, dear!" said Mrs. Partington, stretching her- 
self on her toes to get a better look at the fireworks. " I 
always wish I was seven foot tall at times like this." 

" And I wish I was nine foot," said the little woman 
before her, spitefully. 

" How I hate to see people so selfish ! don't you, Mrs. 
Brown ?" whispered Mrs. Partington to her neighbor. 
"There — there ^- they are touching off the volcano, I 
vow ! " said Mrs. P. ; " now look and see if the burning 
lather runs down the hill this way ! " 

And the old lady looked anxiously toward the Park, 
80* 
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THE TELEGRAPH. 

Mrs. Paktinqton is much prejudiced against the 
magnetic telegraph, and takes an entirely new ground in 
her opposition to it. 

'■ Yon may send your letters on it," said she to tho 
philosopher, "if you're a mind to; but I shan't trust 
one of mine on it while people can cut it off before it gets 
there, and let the whole world into family secrets. And 
how presumptnoua it is, too, for men to draw heayen'a 
blessed lightning down and set it a dancing on a tight wire, 
like a very cireuit-rider ! It's absolute blasphemy, and 
outrage on the highway, and agin all natur and scriptar," 

And she turned to the books to find an appropriate 
text, but changed the subject bj commencing a discus- 
sion with her niece on the relative merits of ball yam 
and skein, and, taking her sides, she went on like a 
jolly old wheelbarrow- 



Let none be vain of imagmed superiority over their 
brother men ; for wliatever advantage may be fancied in 
one respect, in another there may be a deficiency. The 
man who has law and divinity at his fingers' ends, in the 
lore of horse-flesh may be mstructcd by his stable-boy ; 
and she who speaks Italian and embroiders, can, perhaps, 
take lessons in yam- stockings from Mrs. Partington. 
Franklin, who could draw the lightning from heaven, 
made a poor hand at tending a baby. 
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A STOllY FOR CHKISTMAS. 

It was with a clouded brow and an angry eye that 
young Frank Ilarlowe stood looking upon his father's 
fitce, and hearkening to his words, as he violently rebuked 
Lim. The flush upon the old man's cheek betokened the 
tempest that raged within his breast, and his raised and 
clenched hand descended in fearful emphasis as he uttered 
the words — " Obey me, or, by Heaven, you leave my 
house forever ! " 

Mr. Harlowe, the father of Frank, was one of those 
unfortunate men, whose impulses are stronger than their 
powers of resistance. Ilia passion once aroused, reason, 
affection, common kindness were forgotten in the storm 
that held him in mastery. The hasty and severe word 
that conveys such bitterness in its utterance, in hia moods 
of temper was always ready, and the hasty blow fell 
upon his children with cruel violence, at the least provo- 
cation. Correction they never received. It was the 
vindictive visitation of an avenger of wrong rather than 
the chastisement of a parent. 

At heart Mr. Ilarlowe was a kind man, and oftentimes 
and bitterly, when the storm had blon-n by, and hia 
mind was calm again, did he repent with a sincere re- 
pentance the evil he had done, of which he was fully 
sensible. Benevolent, intelligent, noble-spirited, eelf- 
saerifieing, as occasion called for action, he had won 
himself a name for probity and usefulness that was 
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enviable, and, but for the turbulenee of temper abovo 
described, few finer men could bo found. This weatnesa 
was his besetting sin, his temptation, and his will was 
insulEcient to resist it. 

Frank Harlowe, bis youngest son and favorite, was 
his counterpart in body and mind. Handsome, intelli- 
gent and witty, at seventeen he was the favorite of all 
in the village in which he lived. His generosity was 
imbonnded, and the tendrils of his youthful nature shot 
forth and strengthened in the fertile soil of congeniality. 
At social gatherings he was the crowning spirit. Ilia 
voice rang merriest at the harvest home, his story elicited 
the warmest plaudits at the husking-frolic, and in the old 
woods his song echoed through its sombre arches with 
the joyousness of unrestricted freedom. No jealoua 
rivalry stood in the way of his supremacy ; young and 
old admitted his claim to the distinction, and the smile 
of beauty — ^the rustic rose of rural artlessness — 
beamed for him with constant and kindly glow. 

Such was Frank Harlowe in his sxiiil intercourse, 
petted and happy in the genial flow of hia unembittered 
enjoyment; but at home be was a diffeient being 
Tho contrast between the spheie of home and that of 
neighborhood was too marked The reference due pa 
rental authority wis too little excited by parental lo\e 
Disobedience to imperious command was followed by 
violence of invective or blows, and his high spirit revoltei? 
at the irksomeness of domestic ODpression. His two elder 
brothers had no sympathy with him. They were plod- 
ding and matter-of-fact men. Taking from their mother 
a more passive and quiescent nature than his own, they 
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grubbed along the waj of life, like the oxen they 
drove, that knew no joy beyond the herbage they 
cropped, having no aspiration beyond the bound of their 
enclosure. Content ivith old routines, no new hope 
obtruded upon their ruminations. They frowned upon 
the bold boy, whose spirit and brilliancy cast a reproach 
upon their lethargy, and they rejoiced when tne reproof 
came to curb his ambition. Home waa no longer home 
to him ; the ties of consanguinity were to him iron bonds 
from whoso release he would pray to be freed ; his moth- 
er's love alone sanctified the existence he led, —it was 
the one solitary star in his night of domestic gloom. 

His affections, thus, turned from the home circle, had 
concentrated upon one, the &irest of the village, but 
whose coq^uettish predilections had rendered her obnox- 
ious to censure, and her fame having reached his father, 
the knowledge of Frank's attachment for her had pro- 
voked a discussion, the result of wifich was the imperative 
command with, which my story commences, a command 
that he must renounce her forever. 

The boy stood gazing upon his iather, with a flashing 
eye and a swelling breast, as he spoke. Feelings too 
powerful for utterance were depicted in the look he 
gave, and he left the room with an expression of bitter 
rage. 

The next morning there waa confusion in Mr. Ilar- 
lowe's house. Frank had fled, no one knew whither, 
and the circle, whose union was so illy cemented, waa 
broken. A letter in the village post-office explained the 
reason. It read as follows : — 
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"Dear Mother, — It grisves mo to bid you farowell, 
but longer sufferance from father's tyrannical usage is 
impossibl'^. I go to seek my fortune, and when we meet 
again may it be when he and I shall Lave learned n. 
lesson from our separation, and the alienation of father 
and child may he forgotten in the renewed intercourse 
of man and man. Farewell, mother, and may you he 
more happy than I should have been able to make you 
had I lived with you a thousand years. Farewell. Re- 
member sometimes your poor boy, Frank." 

The letter fell like a thunderbolt upon that household, 
80 unprepared for such an event, and deep contrition 
wrung the erring fother'a heart, who saw too late tho 
evil ho had wrought. The spirited boy had been his 
lavorite, so like Mm was he in form and mind. He remem- 
.jored that no word spoken to him in kindness had 
been unheeded. He heard his praise in every mouth, 
admitted the justness of the meed that was awarded him, 
and every word and every thought was a dagger to his 
Boul in view of the rum he had caused. Then, for the 
first time, he felt the weight of the responsibility that 
rested upon him as a parent, and tremlded as he r;- 
flected how far he might be instrumental in his son's 
eternal doom. Too late came penitence for the past, bat 
he vowed reform for tho future, and prayed for strength 
to fulfil his vow. 

A change came over the roan and his homo. Tho 
mould of years and care mingled with the raven hues of 
youth, for years had passed and no line of remcmbracw 
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had come from the absent boy. The brothers had mar' 
ried, and had children, and the old homestead was glad 
with the mnsic of childish laughter, and a sad happiness 
smiled upon the lives of Mr. and Mrs. Harlowe. The 
mother had mourned for her child, and his remembrance 
often came to her in the voices of her grandchildren, and 
in the siveefc reminiscences which solitude brought. The 
hope of seeing him had long died out in her breast ; for 
tirelve weary years had elapsed since he went away. 

The village had changed. The young and joyous 
companions of ITrank had turned into grave family men, 
or had moved to strange cities, and become the devotees 
of the money-god, or worshipped Fame in high places. 
The maids with whom he had sported had lost their 
smiles in the matronly cares of life, or had transferred 
them to their children, upon whom they bloomed again. 
The coquette of Frank's old idolatryhadyears before given 
place to younger rivals, and mourned her laded charms 
in singleness of state. The village had become populous, 
and new steeples gleamed above the trees in the sunlight, 
and new streets and houses marked the steps of progress. 
A raih-oad whistle greeted the morning sun instead of the 
song of birds as of old, and the quiet of village life had 
been usurped by the confusion of city habits. 

Frank was forgotten in the march of present excite- 
ment, or only remembered as a pleasant dream. 

It was Christmas night in the year of grace '50, and 
a pleasant party had met in the house of Mr. Harlowe 
to celebrate the birthday anniversary of his eldest grand- 
son. The wind howled around the old mansion-house, 
and growled down the spacious chimney, as if threatcn- 
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ing the elemente of geniality, that reigned below, with a 
submerging visit. The snow rattled against the windows, 
red with indoor light, and piled itself in little heaps upon 
the sills. But all waa unheeded by the paity within, 
and the wind and snow were unheard amid the music of 
mirth. The song was trilled from pretty lips, and manly 
voices joined in a chorus of praise to the festive season, 
when a loud knock of the ancient braaen lion upon the 
door arrested every attention. The sound reverberated 
along the old entry, and up the broad stairway, and 
through the large and airy rooms, with remarkable free- 
dom for such an intmder, at such a time. The timid 
shrunk at the sound, as from a boding of evil, and anx- 
iety marked every face. The door was opened, and a 
female form was ushered in, in whose scant and ragged 
habiliments poverty waa but too plainly read, and in the 
bronzed and wrinkled face, revealed by the removal of 
a red hood, were seen the traces of want and exposure. 
Her keen, black eye, as she entered, surveyed the scene, 
and her bronzed complexion glowed raddily in the fire- 
Hght. 

"Good people," she said, in a cracked and tuneless 
voice, that made the flesh of her hearers ci-eep at its 
sound, "I am weary and hungry, — give me of your 
bounty, in the name of Him who upon this day took 
upon himself the condition of man. I am weary, — I 
am hungry," 

An appeal thus made could not be resisted, and the 
best the house afforded was provided for the poor 
stranger. The voracity with which she ate attracted the 
attention of the cirolOj fully attesting her femished con- 
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dition; and a glance at her apparel confirmed the im- 
pression of want and distress, and mercy conquered tho 
disgust nhich her presence had at first occasioned. Her 
feet protruded through her travel-worn shoes, and the 
snow melt«d from their soles and ran down upon the 
Banded floor. 

As soon as her hunger was appeased, she turned to 
depart, but the voice of Mr. Harlowe asked her to re- 
main, and, in sympathetic tones, reminded Iicr of tho 
inclemency of the night. 

The woman expressed her thanks gracefully, and seated 
herself hy the fireside. The sport went on, noisily and 
happily, when it became whispered that the old damo 
was one of those weird people who tell fortunes by the 
stars, or more ignoble means, and open to view the des- 
tinies of men that lay concealed in the future. 

"Can you tell fortunes, good woman?" asked one of 
the youngest and boldest. 

" I have travelled far," replied the beldame ; " and 1 
have learned strange arts in my wanderings. The 
heavens are open to my gaze, and the stars, where the 
mysteries of fate are hid, are as the printed page. The 
human palm is to me a key to character. Who will test 
my power's" 

One by one did the company pass before her, and the 
prracienee she displayed was most marvellous. The lines 
of the biuid seemed pregnant with meaning, and the past 
life of each individual was read with an accuracy that 
gave importance to her predictions for the future. Scenes 
were recalled to many that had long been forgotten,— 
loves tiiat had been disappointed, hopes that had been 
31 
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destroyed, prospects that had been blasted, and many a 
tear was shed at the recollection of some old grief re- 
vealed by the power of that singular woman. 

At length Mr, Harlowe presented his band for exami- 
nation. Gazing upon it a moment intently, with a voice 
choked by emotion, she said, — "Here is violence and 
strife ; the line of life h crossed by threads of bitter- 
ness and woe, and the whole of its deep course is marked 
by traces of grief. Tears, tears are here, and the lines 
of penitence and anguish of soul are strangely interwoven 
with the strong lines of resolution. I see that a, deep 
sorrow is yours, — tlie result of fierce passion, repented 
cf and subdued. Is it not so "J " 

She fixed her eyes suddenly upon Mr. Harlowe's face. 
It was pallid as death, and the tears stood in his eye. 
" Yes," answered he, and trembled as he spoke ; " God 
knows mj ain, and God knows my repentance. Secret 
tears have been my portion foryeai's; and, 0, what would 
I not give if the memory of my wrong might be wiped 
away ! " 

He bowed his head upon his hands, and sobbed in the 
anguish of hia spirit, and Mrs. Harlowe wept in sym- 
pathy with her husband, whose deep grief she had thus 
discovered, which had long been concealed beneath the 
calm exterior of philosophical resignation. 

" Woman ! " he cried at last, " what is the future of 
this picture 1 Is there no balm in store for my wounded 
spirit?" He grasped her hand forcibly, as if ho would 
have wrung from it an answer to his question. 

"Yes," said she, with deep emotion, "there is a future 
of peace and happmess in store for you, and tho sun of 
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your declining yeara shall be radiant with serene splen- 
doFj and, — thanli God, who has given me power to verify 
my prophecy, — "Father! mother! behold your son ! " 

He threw off his ragged hahilimenta as he spoke, 
removed tho gray and matted hair from his brow, and 
the patches from his cheeks, and stood before the com- 
pany in the noble form- — matured in manly strength 
and beauty — of Prank Ilarlowe. 

There was a new joy in the house that night at tlie 
wanderer's return, and tears and smiles mingled at tho 
recital of his story. The wide world he had travelled, 
and he had learned and profited by the lessons it had 
taught him. He had returned home rich in gold, but 
he was richer in the spirit he had gained. It had 
become softened by the trials it had suffered, until it had 
brought him back to hia father's house, and to his moth- 
er's feet. 

His letters home had failed to reach their destination, 
and, deeming himself an outcast, ho had at length refused 
to write at all. He had married a lady of wealth, and 
had become a denizen of a far-away city. But the 
thoughts of home pressed upon him, and the smile of his 
mother haunted his sleep with fond persistence, and he 
longed to see once more the " old, familiar fiices" that 
were his companions in childhood. He had thus como 
back to revisit tho home of his early life. Stopping at 
the hotel he had made such inquiries concerning his old 
friends aa led him into the secret of their past lives. 
Then, assuming his disguise, he went to his lather's 
house in the manner above stated. The secret of his 
; ability was thus revealed. The whole of 
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Christmas night wis occupied mth the story of Tiinl. 8 
adveEtures, and m thanks^jn mga for the leuaion 

The next summer a splendid mansion giaced tlie hill 
opposite the old home'itead, -which soon became and m 
now the residence of Frank Harlowe, E-^q -who, retired 
from business, his heie settled down to enjoy himself 
amid the never-forgotten scenes of his boyhood rnd to 
ei'deavor to make up hy attention to his parents foi the 
long years he had foiled in his duty to them. 

Mr. Harlowe is a happy old man, and instils it as a 
sacred lesson into the minds of his grandchildren to 
beware of cultivating a hasty temper, which had been so 
full of misery to himself- 
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MRS. P. AMONG THE ANIMALS. 



g— (V^OTJ call this a carryvan, 

|li|lj don t you ^" said Mrs. 

P ngton at the mc- 

a^e e. " May he it 

1 ut I should like 




k DW ' 



the 



B Iks and other costive 
1 th D^ are that wc 
I of ■which tl e carryvans carry 
iter the deserts of Sarah, in the 
eastern country 

" The elephant has them in his trunk, marm," replied 
the keeper. 

"Then that is the reason, I s'pose, why he always 
carries it before him, so he can have an eye on it. But 
what is this animal with a large wart on his nose "! " 
" That is the gnu, marm." 

" Mercy on me !" esclaimed Mrs. P-, " this must be 
one of them foreign Don's that tlio steamer brings over. 
They feed 'em, I dare say, on potato^ and vegetables, 
and that is why breadstuffa and Sour are so awful dear 
most alwaiys after they arrive ! " sod the old lady left 
soon after, full of new light, and 'idnii'atioii for tho 
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A LEAF PROM MEMOUY. 

As Mrs. Partington stepped from the steamboat, she 
pemsed the signboard which requested passengers not to 
leave till the hoat was secured to the drop. 

" How different from mj poor Paul ! " murmured she, 
as memory awakened sometliing long forgotten. "How 
different from mj poor Paul ! for he never would leave 
till tlio ' drop ' was secured to him Dear dear ! it aeema 
as if I could see h m no hold g to 1 lovely lips the 
big quart tumbler h 1 1 used to all his ' horn of 
plenty ; ' and plen y t was to ! e su e uid often too 
much for liim. How mu h 1 tte off he I havo been if 
he had n't taken su h le p mj oitat ons 

And she passe 1 uj tie steamboat wharf, her mind 
still pondering on tl e sei ] t on th t had so vividly 
recalled the past, a 1 d In t e en rec ^ ze the minister 
as he bowed his sedate neck to her. 



It is often shocking to perceive, in "thrilling tales 
of the seas," the indifference with which authors tell us 
of the winds "whistling through the shrouds!" as if 
Buch wanton levity did n't deserve a rebuke. 
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PEACEFUL COGITATIONS. 

"When will disteation and strife cease among our 
foreifm relations 1 " said Mrs. Partington with a sigh, as 
she looked abstractedly at the black profile on the wall, 
as if she thought it could answer the question. " When 
will distention cease 1 The peace congress didn't do no 
good's I see, for the Rushins and Austriches are a 
carrjin' on jest as bad as ever they did, committin' all 
sorts of outridges and wrongs on the Hung'ry. Heaven 
never smiles on them that distresses the poor. We 
ought to hold the Rushers aild all that belongs to 'em 
in excrescence, — I don't know about hating the Eushy 
Salve, though, because that ha'n't done us no harm, — 
and the Austriehea, too, that lives on naih and gimblets, 
that the wild-beast man told us about — the onnateral 
heathen ! Then the Frenchmen are all in a commotion, 
and I should think they would be, eatin' frogs and sich 
thincs, and the English ministers are quarrelin' like 
' dog's delight.' Where it will end I can't see." 

She laid down the Times as she said "I can't see," 
and Ete, who had been burning off the outside pages of 
Leavitt's Almanac while she was speaking, here poked 
the light out, leaving the room and the subject equally 
in the dark. 
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HOME MISSIO]N-S 



" So Mrs. Brattle has become a member of tbe Home 
Missions," said Mrs. Partington. " Well, I am rejoiced 
to hear it, for her poor husband's sake ; for, though I 
think it a husband's duty to help about house some, he 
should n't be left to wash and cook for himself and chil- 
dren, and mend his own clothes, as poor Brattle has had 
to wlylc she ivas running round. I hope the Aome 
missions will keep her at home now;" and the old lady 
stirred her souchong with animation, as she made the 
comment, and did n't see t*at Re was making tremen- 
dous havoc with the pound-cake. 



It is astonishing what opposite oiFccts will be produced 
by the same cause. As, for instance, suppose a biack- 
ing, -whose principal component is alcohol; ita effect, 
when applied to boots, is apparent in the cracking of the 
leather, and in the opening of fissures admitting the free 
passage of water; when applied to man, in quantity, the 
same fluid has the cfTcet of making him " tight." 
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OLD ROGER AND THE BOARDERS. 

Old Rosee attempted the following upon the board- 
era one morning. They ^-ere all sitting quietly at 
breakfast, when, with a most provoking smile around the 
comers of his mouth, as if he himself fully appreciated 
what ho was going to say, he asked if any of them could 
tell him why a man deeply impressed with reycrence was 
like a very hungry one. The idea of hunger assodatod 
with the bountiful hoard at which they were seated, 
caused the blood to rush through every vein of tho land- 
lady's body, to her face, for she felt hurt. The boarders 
all said they did n't know, — they could n't see the least 



"Why," said he, chuckling, "it 
wardly feels a gm.'^." 

They could n't understand that he meant "an awe," 
and he said it was no uso talking to men whose stomachs 
■were full of the bounties of life. This he said to pro- 
pitiate the landlady, who was all smiles again, as bright 
and sparkling as the coffee in his cup, which, catching 
the rays of the sun, danced and shimmered on the wall 
overhead. 
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BAD TEMPERS. 



"How these shopkeepers will fib it!" said Mrs. 
Partington, with an expression, of pain on her venerable 
features; "that young man I bought these needles of 
said they were good-tempered ; — only see how spitefully 
this one haa masccratcd my finger." 

She held up the wounded member, a small red spot 
denoting the injury. The aewing-circle sympathized 
wkh her. 

"It will feel better, I dare say, after it has done 
aching," continued she, as she tcok the last stitch in a 
"thick little hoy's jacket," and rolled up her work for 
the day. Many a pair of razeed trousers has the world 
seen added to its wealth, and the world never knew where 
they came from — perhaps did n' t care. 



GIVING THINKS. 

" Mat the Lord make na thankful for the critter com- 
forts spread out before us ! " said Deacon Haze, over the 
hard-boiled beef on the table. 

""Well, perhaps he will," saya Mrs. Partington to 
herself; "but it seems to me it would be easier to be 
thankful if the meat was tenderer;" and then, like a 
barefooted boy, she went cautiously among the muscles 
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A GOOD DEAL OF TRUTH. 

"Poor Girls' Fair!" said Mrs. Partington, aa she 
Bpelleil out the inscription upon a flag that swung across 
Washington street, her cjcs dimming ivitii the vapora 
that arose from her warm heart; "Poor girls' fare! 
indeed they do, and fare hard, too, God Iielp 'em, many 
of "em, — fare hard with them that should treat 'em 
better, trying to rise till all their risible powers is gone, 
and they are shipracked and cast away and driv to mak- 
ing troivsis and shirts for a living, and die on it. I do 
pity 'em." 

A melancholy tone pervaded her speech and thoughts 
the rest of the day ; her snuff, the choicest maccaboy, 
bore a taint of wormwood and rue ; her tea was salt, as 
if tears were an ingredient in its composition ; her specg 
revealed red eyes in every visitor, and the faces of the 
"poor girls " looked out at her from the teapot and tho 
sugar-bowl, the lamp, and the little scrap-box on the 
work-table. Elesa her kind heart ! 



There is a wide difference between the throes ef t 
expiring Titan and the throws of a straggling tight im. 
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POLITICAL EXTUAYAGANCE RE- 
BUKED. 

" I doh't blame people for complaining about the 
extravagance and costiveness of government," said Mrs. 
Partington, aa she was reading an ardent appeal to the 
people in a political newspaper. She always took an 
interest in politics after Paul was defeated one year as a 
candidate for inspector. "I don't blame 'em a mite. 
Here they arc now, going to canvassing tlu) state, aa if 
the airth wasn't good enbugh for 'em to walk on. I 
wonder why they don't get ilc-cloth or Kidminister, and 
done with it." 

" And I heard yesterday," said Ike, putting his small 
oar in, " that some of 'em was going to scour the country 
to get voters." 

"Well," continued she, "that would be better than 
throwing dust in the people's eyes, as they say some of 
'em do. Canvassing the state, indeed ! " 

She fell into an abstraction on the schemes of poll 
ticians, and took seven pinches of snufF, in rapid succea- 
Bion, to aid her deliberations. 
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SLEIGH-RIDING. 




)ne hidea 
beneath the deacend- 
ag enow, the jingle of the 
icils informa us that alcigh- 
ng 's come, and from that 
es a mania. Every young 
are fall of expedients 
for fun. Boys hunt up their sicda and dash out of doors, 
to the terror of ncrvoua mammas, who prophf«y disastet 
dire for their progeny. The oH sleighs and new sleighs, 
the hig slcigha and little eleighs, are put in requisition 
and the streets are full of the " music of the hells, bells 
hells ! " All the day long their silvery not<s are sound- 
ing ia our ears, and late o' nights staid citizens who are 
staying at home are disturbed by the frantic yells of 
returning sleigh-parties, mingling with the noise of hells, 
maldng the hour hideous; or the sound of voices in 
cheerful song making melody with the tintinabulous 
accompaniment. We like to hear this last; we gladly 
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listen to its approach 03 we snuggle beneath the bianketa 
in the watches of the night, and distinguish the chord of 
male and female voices in some familiar strain, and are 
almost sorry to hear it melt awaj upon the midnight air, 
in distance, like voices heai'd in dreams. 

There used to be great sport to us in sleighing, 
though we never were sanguinary ; but time has tem- 
pered us by matters of graver im^iort. We can indulge 
now in little beside our daily omnibus rides, and can 
hardly realize in these the buoyancy of old enthusiasm. 
We watch for the appearance of our domicil, coming to 
meet us, and pull the check-string at our door, careful 
not to go a step beyond, so little do we feel now about 
riding. But in the old time — Jehu! how our heart 
leaped to the music of the hells ! how quickly our pulse 
throbbed to the maddening impulse of the moment as wo 
— quiet and sedate though we now are — flew over tho 
slippery road. Hi-yah! hi-yah ! hi-yah! — how we 
dashed on our course, leaving house and tree and mile- 
stone behind us ! We knew no greater speed than this, 
for it was ante-railroad time, and the "iron-horse" — 
we think some one has given it this name before — had 
not then "annihilated space," as we believe somebody 
has said. Wo loved to feel the cool air revel upon our 
cheek and whistle among our hair, and, as it came up 
from over the smoothly frozen ponds, with stinging force, 
we laughed at its violence in the glow of excitement. 
The hoar-frost gleamed upon hair, and eyelash, and fur 
collar, and our breath streamed away behind us on the 
cold air, like steam. Hi-yah ! hi-yah ! hi-yah ! wo 
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cried. The old pine-woods echoed the eldritch sci-eam, 
and people in distant cottages caught the sound, and 
listened to the unusual strain, and the wood-choppers 
ceased from their labors to catch a glimpao of the fleeting 
fiends that awakened such strange echoes. Then a stop 
at " mine inn," and the old-fashioned " suthin' hot "— 
we took mulled cider, of course ^ — made all right for the 
return, and a ride by starlight closed the day's joy. It 
was joy then. It was long hefore we knew Mrs. Part- 
ington and Ike, and the perplexity of types. 

Ghosts of big sleighs come up before us, brimfull of 
happy people nestled beneath the hufialoes, and hata 
and hoods occupy alternate positions throughout the 
party. Pleasant voices come back to us, and the "old 
familiar faces" renew themselves to us. Delightful! 
But as memory recalls the happy scene, the thought of a 
iair form and face, the brightest of the group, flita like a 
spirit across our mind, leaving behind a shadow of sorrow 
and gloom. Ah, Maria ! The sweet eye and voice that 
animated and blessed us are now blessing other spheres 
— the music of that glad tongue is now attuned to the 
music of celestial harmonies. Th^e is no memory of 
joy that we may recall, however bright, but has somo 
woe connected intimately with it, and twinned smiles and 
tears make up the sum of the past. 

" Hi-yah ! hi-yah! hi-yah!" comes up to our domicil 
and startles us as we write ; and, dashing along the nearly 
deserted street — alarming ponderous watchmen on their 
walk — a sleigh comes furiously by, and another, and 
another, and the music of the bells chimes gratefully 
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Upon our ear. Here is a sleigh-ride song, that may 
do to sing some time, if any ono can find a tune to 
fit it: — 

Over the snow, over the anew. 
Away we go, away we go ! 

Tke earth gleams wMl« 

'Neatii the stars to-night. 

And all la bright 

Above and below. 

Old Care good-by, old Care good-by. 
From jon we fly, from you ne fly — 

As if OQ wings. 

Oar fleet steed springs. 

And the wdltm rings 

With our joyous cry. 

flay Mirth is here, gay Mirti ia here, 
Our hearta to cheer, our hearts to chwf • 

While on we glide. 

There 's one by our side 

To cheer or to chide. 
Who is always dear. 

Orer the snow, over the snon 
Away TTB go, away we go '. 
There 's freedom rare 



Above tui4 hdmr. 



o.ied by Google 



IIUXi; FOR I'HB UNION. 



HUNK FOU THE UNION. 

" The Union dissolved ! " said Mrs, Partington, with 
her specs upon her foreliead, and her finger raised, as if 
admonisliing the universe. " Dissolve the Union ! and 
who would dare assassinate such a thing as that, — such 
an outrage on the body's politics! I thought it would 
come to this. And if they dissolve the Union, ivhich on 
'em will have the children'? or will they let 'em grow 
up without nobody to look-arter their moral training, 
poor things? Never think of dissolving it, nor breaking 
it. ' What God has joined together let not man pot us 
under,' and that's gospol truth; and they can't do it, 
if we stick by each other." 

With what an emphatic, italic jei'k the snuff-box came 
out, as she concluded speaking ! The remembrance of 
her felicitous union with Paul crossed her mind, and the 
remembered pam of its dissolution mingled with her 
patriotic emotion, and she dropped a tear as she uttered, 
" What would our foreign relations think of it? " The 
union was safe from that day, thenceforth and forever. 



Mils. Paktington says it seems to her a queer pro- 
vision of natur that eggs should be " skoerce " when Uiej 
are so dear, 
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LEAF FROM PHILANTHROPOS' JOURNAL. 

Monday morning, 7 a. m. — Summoned to tbe door 
when shaving. A boy after cold victuals. Sony we had 
none. Ours were all hot. These evils come not as sin- 
gle spies, but in battalions. Seven beggar boys in suc- 
ce8,sion for cold victuals. Strange that they should be so 
anxious to have it cold. It shoi^^s a corrupt taste. Prob- 
ably the vitiating effect of poverty. 

8 A. M. — Woman and child asking alms. Heart bled 
for them. Strong smell of gin. Persuaded that it was 
a gentle soporific for child, nothing more. Subject to 
colio. Husband in California — been there three years. 
Seven children dependent on her exertions. Didn't 
seem to exert herself much. Promised to call and see 
her. 

9 A. M, — Foreigner with a certificate. Fine-looking 
man. Certificate reads right. Signed "John Smith." 
Honest-sounding name ! Think I 've heard it before. 
Horrible volcano in Italy. Swallowed up his vineyard, 
and threw him and a large fiimily upon the world. Heav- 
en help him ! Can't speak a word of English. Told me 
BO himself Felt strongly inchned to aid him. Will 
hand his name to the Wandering Samaritan Society. 

10 A. M. — Dressed to go out. Gentleman, a stranger, 
asked me if I had a ninepence in my pocket, and if I 
would loan it to him to procure a letter from the post- 
o£Sce, Sorry I had n't the precise amount, but gave him 
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a dime. Was surprised to see him go into a di-inking- 
house. Suppose it must be one of tlie new sub-offices. 

11 A. M. — Asked by a little barefoot boy for a cent. 
Implored me, for Lis mother's sake, to give him one. 
Knew the deceptions of this kind of beggars, and refused. 
The ui-ehin called me a, most scandalous name, and fol- 
lowed behind me, repeating it, though several of my 
friends were in hearing. Gave him a quarter to get rid 
of him. Shall never forget the horrid leer ho gave me. 
Great depravity. 



TRAINIWa DATS. 

"I don't object to training-days altogether," said 
Mrs. Partington to the Major, as the Ancient and Hon- 
orables passed her door; "the dress looks well, and 
the children likes the music ; and I know this is moral 
training, because the Governor is there and his suet, with 
his chateau on his head and his sword by his side. How 
finely he does look ! So bold and portable ! I de- 
clare, he looks too good to be a malicious officer !" 

She here leaned out of the door to catch a last view 
of the " corpse " as it turned a near comer, and a portly- 
looking gentleman under a cocked hat waved his hand to 
her as the pageant swept from her view. Mrs. Parting- 
ton resumed her knitting, that had been disturbed by the 
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LIFE-LIFE-HOW CURIOUS IT IS. 

"CuKious" is the word — wc wouldn't have any 
other, for it expresses the very thing. How curious it 
ig, from the cradle to the grave ! The hopes of the 
young are curious — reaching forward into the future, and 
building castles in perspective for their possessors, that 
will crumhle before them ere they arrive at that spot in 
time where their fabrics are located. 

How curious it is, the first dawning of love, where the 
young heart surrenders itself to its dreams of bliss, illu- 
mined with stars and garnished with moonshine ! How 
curious it is, when matrimony crowns the wishes, and 
cares, fancied to he surmounted by ardent hearts, are 
found to be hut just commenced ! How curious it is ! says 
the young mother, as she spreads upon hers the tiny 
hand of her habe, and endeavors to read m its dim lines 
the fortunes of her child. Curious indeed would such 
revealings be, could she tliere read them. 

How curious it is, the greed for gain that marks and 
mars the life of man, leading him away after strange 
gods, forgetting all the object and good of life in a hcart- 
- less chase for a phantom light, that leaves him at last in 
three-fold Egyptian darkness ! How curious it is, the 
love of life that clings to the old, and draws them hack 
imploringly to the scenes of earth — begging for a long- 
er look at time and its frivolities, with eternity ami its 
joys within their reach ! How curious it is, when at last 



o.led by Google 



AN rSTERESTIKa FACT. "SI 

tlie great end draws nigh — tie glazing eye, the struggle, 
the groan, proclaiming dissolution, and the still clay that 
denotes the estingaishmcnt of the spark known as life ! 
How curious it is, that the realities of the immortal world 
should be baaed upon the crumbling ashes of this, and 
that the path to infinite light should lie through the dark 
shadow of the grave ! How curious it is, in its business 
and pleasures, its joys and sorrows, its hopes and fears, 
its temptations and triumphs ! And as we contemplate life 
in all its phases wo must exclaim — ■" How curious it is ' " 



AN INTEKESTIWG FACT. 

Da. DlQQ and Old Roger were conversmg upon won- 
ders in nature, and the doctor had given a long account 
of discoveries he had made, durmg his travels m the East, 
of intelligence in different kinds of animals — the ele^- 
phant, the ichneumon, and Oxford County bear, being 
particularly mentioned for their sagacity. With regard 
to the last-naroed description of animals, he relied prmci- 
pally upon the testimony of his friend Fitzwhistler, who 
had given him some wonderful particulars concerning 
their habits, Mr. F, having stated to him, during a con- 
versation, that the Oxford County bear has been known 
to be at times devotedly attached to New England rum, 
and to make no great scruples about using, now and then, 
tobacco in its various forms, which he considered a degree 
of intelligence very nearly approximating to the refine- 
ment of human civiliaation, and surpassing that of all 
other animals. 
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